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DONALD  MONTEITII 


CHAPTETl  L 


Notwithstanding  the  appar^t 

fortitude  of  Mrs,Chudleigli,  she  yet  found 
lierself  considerably  worse,  after  the  dejiar- 
ture  of  sir  \^alliain ;  and  the  report  of  her 
physician  only  confirmed  his  fears,  and 
gave  veracity  to  his  assertion.  Every  lit- 
tle interval  of  ease  was,  however,  em- 
ployed by  the  invaHd  in  extolling  to  her 
guardian  and  lady  Estifania  the  talents 
and  virtues  of  her  orphan  friend. 

She  spoke  of  her  own  death  as  an  event 
long  wished  for — "  Yet,"  said  she,  "  since 
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-"  since  I  have  known  Mary,  I  have  wished 
to  hve  a  httle  longer  for  her  sake.  All 
the  landed  property  I  possess  wiU  go  to 
the  next  heir,  and  the  trifle  in  reacly  mo- 
ney which  I  h:?ve  to  bestow,  is  far  short 
of  what  I  had  intended  for  my  generous 
friend.  The  debility  of  my  frame  forbids 
all  hope  that  it  will  last  until  the  time 
when  my  remittances  become  due.  I 
shall  therefore  quit  this  world  with  the 
semblaiice  of  ingratitude :  yet  the  soul  of 
Mary  w ill  acquit  me ;  she,  at  least,  will  do 
justice  to  the  sincerity  of  that  affection, 
which,  if  it  liad  the  power,  would  render 
her  independent  for  hfe." 

*'  I  doubt  not  but  that  she  deserves  it," 
rephed  lady  Estifania  Dorville ;  "  she 
seems  so  good  a  girl,  so  modest,  and  yet 
so  accomplished,  that  I  think  lordD'Eresby 
cannot  do  better  than  invite  her  to  remain 
and  be  the  companion  of  his  daughter.  It 
is  true,  she  is  very  young,  but  my  age  will 
give  countenance  to  her  stay ;  and  my 
niece  has  already  attached  herself  so 
istrongiy  to  Miss  Seymour,  that  it  woidd 
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be  almost  a  pity  to  rob  her  of  her  fa- 
vourite." 

The  eyes  of  lord  D'Eresby  sparkled 
with  secret  exultation,  at  this  wished-for 
proposal  of  her  ladyship ;  while,  with  an 
indifference  fbreigii  to  his  real  feelings,  he 
seconded  the  opinion  of  his  sister. 

'•  I  should  quit  this  life  without  a  sigh," 
continued  Mrs.  Chudleigh, "  w^ere  I  but  as- 
sured of  having  procured  a  safe  and  ho- 
jiourable  asylum  for  my  beloved  Mary; 
but  I  fear  that  the  distance  from  town, 
and  her  consequent  absence  from  her  little 
nephew^  and  her  maternal  friend,  will 
prove  the  bar  to  my  hopes." 

"  We  will  send  foi'  them,"  cried  his 
lordship  ;  "  nothing  on  our  part  shall  be 
wanting  to  make  the  mind  of  Miss  Sey- 
mour happy." 

"  Thank  you,  thank  you,  my  dear  guar- 
dian," replied  Mrs.  Chudleigh ;  "  my  heart 
is  now  relieved  of  part  of  its  uneasiness  on 
tier  account  Heaven  wdll,  I  trust,  reward 
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lier  for  her  tenderness  towards  a  being  suck 
as  I  am." 

As  IMrs.  Cliiidleigh  was  too  enfeebled 
to  bear  a  second  removal  from  her  cham- 
ber, lord  D'Eresby  had  the  harps  carried 
into  her  sitting-room,  that  she  might  lis- 
ten to  the  voice  of  her  young  friend,  as 
often  as  she  found  herself  able  to  bear  the 
sound  of  the  instruments. 

Every  thing  that  either  IMary  or  Miss 
D'Eresby  could  devise,  was  done  to  amuse 
her  mind,  and  lull  the  keenness  of  her 
bodily  sufferings.  The  choicest  flowers 
were  daily  gathered  to  shed  their  perfume 
over  the  couch  of  tlie  invalid,  whose  grate- 
ful smile  more  than  repaid  the  attention 
of  the  affectionate  girls. 

Between  the  intervals  of  her  dreadful 
cough,  one  or  other  read  passages  from  her 
favourite  authors;  yet  the  interruptions 
were  so  frequent,  and  her  debility  so  death- 
like, that  she  seemed  to  derive  little  plea- 
sure from  any  thing,  except  tlie  soimd  of 
Maiy 's  harp,  and  Mary's  voice. 
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In  this  situation,  so  agonizing  to  the 
feehngs  of  those  who  loved  her,  she  still 
continued  to  linger,  attended  by  the  friend 
she  prized  so  dearly.  No  consideration 
had  power  to  entice  Mary  from  her  pre- 
sence, now  that  she  believed  all  hope  of 
recovery  gone :  she  had  heard  from  JMrs. 
Byron  since  the  departure  of  sir  WilHam, 
and  once  from  Agnes.  Had  she  been  less 
busily  employed  in  watching  the  changes 
of  Mrs.  Chudleigh's  features,  the  letter  of 
Agnes  w^ould  liave  affected  her  spirits 
most  deeply ;  as  it  was,  every  thought  of 
JNIary  was  devoted  to  her  dying  Maria, 
and  even  the  intelligence  that  it  w^as  ru- 
moured that  Monteith's  regiment  w^ould 
be  next  sent  on  foreign  service,  and  that 
his  wife's  health  was  seriously  impaired  by 
the  bursting  of  a  blood-vessel,  had  not 
power  to  make  her  forget  for  a  moment 
wdiat  w^as  due  to  the  patient,  the  angelic 
JMaria.  - 

Notwithstanding  her  weakness,  which 
brought  on  fainting  fits  when  she  was  re- 
moved from  her  bed,  Mrs.  Chudleigh  con- 
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tinned  to  be  carried  to  the  sofa,  which  was 
now  plated  near  the  fireside  in  her  sleep- 
ing-room. JMary  always  assisted  the  nurse 
to  support  the  light  and  skeleton  form  of 
the  invalid  to  its  place  of  repose,  and  to 
administer  to  her  herself  tlie  httle  nourish- 
ment she  was  able  to  swallow. 

After  recovering  one  morning  from  a 
longer  fainting  fit  tlian  usual,  she  motioned 
for  all  to  retire  except  ]Mary,  who  hung 
over  her  in  breathless  anxiety — '*  Dearest 
and  best  beloved  friend,"  said  she,  in  a? 
low  voice,  "  what  trouble  have  I  not  oo 
casioned  you !  my  exhausted  frame  cannot 
support  a  recurrence  of  that  terrible  faint- 
ness.  I  would,  if  possible,  prolong  exists 
ence  until  I  hear  if  William  has  been  able 
to  perform  my  wish  of  visiting  the  tomb 
of  my  sainted  Ernest.  Should  this  be  de- 
nied me,  tell  him,  my  dear  JVIaiy,  that  I 
died,  as  I  had  lived,  in  perfect  confidence 
of  joining  the  pure  spirits  of  his  affianced 
wife  and  of  my  adored  Chudleigh,  and 
that  my  last  pi-ayer  will  be  for  his  happi- 
ness, and  for  the  restoration  of  yours.     I 
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will  not  again  press  upon  the  subject  I 
once  named  to  you,  Mary ;  but  if  the  ad- 
vice, the  wishes,  of  one  deeply,,  fondly  in- 
terested in  your  welfare  might  have  any 
influence,  if  the  future  establishment  of 
your  little  idol  will  give  additional  force 
to  my  desires,  do  not  refuse  the  heart  of 
William,  should  it  be  at  your  disposal ; 
w^ere  I  not  acquainted  with  his  value,  I 
should  not  be  thvis  solicitous  to  give  him 
to  my  dearest  Mar}^" 

Mary  bent  dow^n  to  kiss  the  feverish  cheek 
of  Mrs.  Chudleigh,  and  to  assure  her  that, 
highly  as  she  esteemed  su-  William,  as  well 
for  his  own  merits  as  for  his  being  so 
revered  by  her  friend,  yet  the  state  of  her 
feelings  were  such  as  to  preclude  the  pos- 
sibility of  her  doing  the  duties  of  a  wife, 
to  any  other  man  than  to  him  whom  she 
had  lost  for  ever. 

"  I  cannot  blame  those  feelings,  Mary, 
though  for  your  sake  I  may  regret  them. 
It  is  some  consolation  to  me  to  know  that 
you  have  secured  to  yourself  if  not  a  hus- 
band, a  steady,  a  disinterested  friend.     It 
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is  the  wish,  Mary,  of  niy  guardian,  and  in 
particular  of  lady  Estifania,  that,  if  agree- 
able to  yourself,  you  should  remain  with 
them,  and  be  the  friend  and  companion  of 
the  affectionate  Violante.  His  lordsliip  has 
proposed  to  me  to  stnd  for  Mrs.  Byron 
and  your  little  nephcxc,  that  their  absence 
may  be  no  obstacle  to  your  continuing 
here.  Perhaps,  if  I  advise  you  to  remain 
where  you  are  already  knoY\^n  and  esteem- 
ed,  you  will  be  more  inclined  to  adopt  this 
last  counsel,  than  that  which  concerned 
the  peace  of  W  iliiam ;  yet  let  me  not 
mislead  you,  Mary,  into  a  supposition  that 
he  lias  made  me  his  confident ;  his  eyes- 
alone  have  betrayed  to  me  his  passion." 

Mary  felt  too  severely  her  approaching 
loss  to  enter  into  any  thing  which  related 
to  herself;  yet  she  promised  almost  un- 
consciously to  follow  the  last  advice  of 
Mrs.  Chudleigh,  who  now  feebly  requested 
Mary  to  bring  her  MTi ting-case.  She  then 
motioned  for  her  pocket-book,  out  of  which 
she  took  two  bank-notes  of  fifly  pounds, 
and  giving  them  to  IMaiy,  said  with  dif- 
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ficulty,  '*  You  must  not  refuse  this  trifle 
for  present  use,  my  sister.  Should  you 
consent  to  the  wishes  of  this  worthy  fa- 
mily, it  will  defray  the  expences  of  Mrs. 
Byron's  journey.  Take  it,  Mary,  or  you 
will,  for  the  fii'st  time,  offend." 

Mary  silently  placed  the  notes  in  her 
purse,  though  she  felt  a  wish  that  they 
had  not  heen  given.  The  disinterestedness 
of  her  attachment  was  startled  by  the  pre- 
sent; she  wanted  no  reward  for  having 
performed  the  duty  of  a  friend. 

"  Now,  dearest  Mary,  fetch  your  harp ; 
I  feel  drowsy — charm  me  to  sleep,  by 
singing  the  last  song  that  was  sung  to  me 
by  my  beloved  Ernest." 

Mary  willingly  obeyed,  but  nature  ex- 
hausted, refused  to  listen  to  the  strains  she 
loved ;  and  Mary  paused,  lest,  by  a  conti- 
nuance of  the  sovmd,  she  might  disturb 
the  slumbers  of  her  dear  Maria.  Scarce 
venturing  to  breathe,  she  seated  herself  on 
a  stool  by  the  side  of  the  couch.  She 
wished  to  write,  but  felt  unable  to  with- 
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draw  her  eyes  from  the  emaciated  form 
before  her. 

.  Violante  entered ;  IMary  raised  her  fin- 
ger to  her  Ups ;  Miss  D'Eresby  stole  softly 
to  her  side.  An  hour  of  painful  watching 
elapsed :  Mrs.  Chudleigh  awoke ;  a  vio- 
lent lit  of  coughing  succeeded ;  INIary  held 
her  in  her  arms ;  her  head  rested  on  her 
bosom  ;  Violante  knelt  before  her ;  she  held 
one  hand,  while  Mary  pressed  the  other 
with  trembling  tenderness. 

Mrs.  Chudleigh's  dim  eyes  rested  on  the 
face  she  loved ;  she  grasped  convulsively 
the  hand  of  her  agitated  friend ;  and  heav- 
ing a  sigh,  breathed  her  last,  as  she  had 
wished,  in  the  arms  of  JVIary. 

A  scream  from  Violante  brought  to  her 
assistance  the  nurse  and  maid  of  Mrs. 
Chudleigh,  who  raised  the  senseless  form 
of  Mary  from  the  body  of  her  friend ;  and 
at  the  desire  of  Miss  D'Eresby,  conveyed 
it  to  her  own  chamber. 

The  pohte  yet  tender  attentions  of  lord 
D'Eresby,  the  friendly  ones  of  lady  Esti- 
fania  Dorville,  and  the  affectionate  sohci- 
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tude  expressed  by  A^iolante  to  alleviate 
the  deep  distress  of  Mary,  at  length  called 
upon  her  to  make  some  exertion  towards 
testifying  her  gratitude.  The  habitual 
stateliness  of  lady  Estifania  was  laid  aside : 
in  the  chamber  of  her  niece,  and  in  admi- 
nistering consolation  to  the  affiicted  favou- 
rite of  Violante,  her  ladyship  displayed  a 
generous  sense  of  feeling,  which  endeared 
her  to  JVIary ;  and  when  in  the  drawing- 
room  of  lord  D'Eresby,  her  hauteur  was 
again  assumed,  l^Iary's  heart  was  ever 
r^ady  to  find  excuses  for  this  blot  in  the 
character  of  her  ladyship. 

The  mortal  remains  of  IMrs.  Chudleigli 
were,  by  her  desire,  conveyed  to  London, 
in  order  to  be  deposited  in  the  same  vaidt 
wdth  those  of  her  lamented  sister.  Every 
respect  was  paid  to  her  memory  by  her 
guardian,  w^ho,  with  his  family,  went  into 
mourning;  while  that  put  on'  by  IMary 
was  as  deep  as  if  she  had  lost  a  near  rela- 
tion. Deprived  by  death  of  a  friend,  ren- 
dered doubly  dear  by  sickness  and  misfor- 
tune, and  whose  mind  and  heart  were  con- 
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genial  with  her  own,  Maiy  felt  that  it 
would  be  long  before  she  should  recover 
from  the  vshock. 

She  had  communicated  to  sir  William 
and  to  Mrs.  Byron  the  melancholy  intel- 
ligence ;  and  to  the  latter,  she  had  also 
noticed  the  pressing  invitation  she  had  re- 
ceived to  remain  at  D'Eresby  House ;  but 
as  this  would  entirely  depend  on  whether 
Mrs.  Byron  consented  to  take  the  jour- 
ney, Mary  waited  the  reply  of  her  adopted 
mother,  before  she  yielded  to  the  wishes 
of  her  new  friends.  She  however  in- 
closed one  of  the  bank-notes  for  her  use,, 
beseeching  her  to  accept  it  as  the  gift  of 
he?'  daughter. 

When  the  will  of  IMrs.  Chudleigh  was 
opened,  it  was  found  that  she  liad  made 
lord  Beaufort  and  sir  William  her  execu- 
tors. To  lady  Victoria  she  bequeathed 
lier  jewels,  with  the  exception  of  a  few 
ornaments  to  Mary,  to  whom  she  like- 
wise left  a  legacy  of  a  thousand  pounds, 
as  a  small  mark  of  grateful  affection,  and 
her  picture,  with  a  wish  that  her  beloved 
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friend  might  occasionally  wear  it  in  re- 
membrance of  one  who  valued  her  as  a 
sister. 

This  intelligence  was  made  known  to 
INIary  by  lord  Eeaufort,  and  accompanied 
by  a  letter  of  condolence  from  lady  Vic- 
toria Volatile.  The  tears  of  Mary  stream- 
ed afresh  at  this  public  testimony  of  her 
deceased  friend's  esteem,  while  lady  Esti- 
fania  counselled  her  to  moderate  her  grief, 
assuring  her  that  she  rejoiced  to  learn  that 
her  generous  friendship  had  met  with  a 
recompence,  which,  though  inadequate  to 
the  wishes  of  3Irs.  Chudleigh,  still  proved 
how  deeply  she  felt  her  value.  Her  lady- 
ship also  promised,  that  if  she  would  con- 
tinue with  them,  every  thing  should  be 
done  to  render  her  comfortable  and  happy. 
"  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  Miss  Sey- 
mour," said  her  ladyship,  "  that  an  old 
woman  like  myself  can  supply  to  you  the 
place  of  the  friend  you  have  lost ;  but  you 
may  rely  upon  my  good  offices  :  there  are 
few  people  with  whom  I  associate  that  I 
feel  any  degree  of  affection  for,  and  still 
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fewer  to  whom  I  would  acknowledge  it 
if  I  did.  Yotj  are  among  the  number 
whose  modest  merit,  unassuming  talents, 
and  sweetness  of  temper,  call  forth  my 
esteem ;  I  should  therefore  consider  your 
removal  as  a  loss  to  myself,  and  a  serious 
disappointment  to  the  hopes  of  my  niece, 
as  well  as  to  lord  D'Eresby,  who  seems 
perfectly  disposed  to  admit  you  to  share 
with  Violante  his  paternal  regard." 

"  You  do  me  infinite  honovir,"  replied 
Mary,  "  in  thus  setting  a  value  upon  my 
humble  abilities ;  the  answer  of  my  vene- 
rable protector  will  decide  upon  my  move- 
ments. Should  they  authorize  me  to  re- 
main, I  can  only  assure  your  ladyship  that 
it  will  afford  me  the  highest  gratification 
to  be  enabled  to  prove  my  gratitude  to 
yourself  and  lord  D'P^resby,  and  to  shew 
my  affection  for  his  daughter  by  render- 
ing her  every  assistance  and  instruction  in 
my  power." 

His  lordship,  who,  during  this  conversa- 
tion, had  appeared  lost  in  thought,  now 
suddenly  tvu-ned  towards  JMary,  and  taking 
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lier  hand,  pressed  it  with  rather  more 
warmth  than  piternal  regard — "  Dearest 
IVIiss  Seymour,"  he  cried,  "  with  what  im- 
patience shall  I  await  the  reply  of  yonr 
venerable  friend,  since  on  that  depends  the 
happiness  of  my  Violante  !  Yen  are  the 
first  object  that  has  awakened  the  tender- 
ness of  her  nature ;  she  loves  you  warmly; 
if  you  leave  her,  you  consign  her  to  a  so- 
litude which  I  shall  not  have  power  to 
enliven,  and  the  heart  of  my  daughter  will, 
for  the  first  time,  be  tormented  by  wishes 
which  neither  my  fortune  nor  my  rank 
will  enable  me  to  gratify." 

"  Ah,  dearest  father !"  exclaimed  Vio- 
lante, while  the  tear  of  friendship  fell  on 
the  crimson  blush  of  love,  '•  ah,  dearest 
father!  how  well  you  have  defined  my 
feelings !  without  JVIary,  all  that  riches 
can  purchase  will  fail  to  make  me  happy." 

INIary  returned  tlie  embrace  of  IMiss 
D'Eresby  with  affect'cn  and  pleasure ;  but 
Mary  was  not  then  aware  that  in  her  fea- 
tures there  dwelt  a  chann  which  increased 
the  tenderness  cf  her  new  friend.     The 
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secret  was  betrayed  to  her  in  the  follo\r- 
ing  manner:  the  arrival  of  tlie  post 
brought  with  it  the  bag  of  letters  for 
D'Eresby  House.  His  lordship  franked 
the  letters  of  IMary  to  Mrs.  Byron,  and 
hers  were  inclosed  to  him. 

Violante  ran  out  of  breath  to  deliver 
to  her  favourite  wliat  would  either  confirm 
or  annihilate  all  her  hopes.  Almost  at  the 
same  instant  the  waiting-maid  of  Miss 
D'Eresby  entered  the  apartment,  and 
whispering  in  the  ear  of  her  mistress,  gave 
to  her  a  letter  and  retired. 

Violante  pressed  the  letter  passionately 
to  her  lips ;  then,  as  if  careless  of  the  pre- 
sence of  Mary,  broke  the  seal  and  eagerly 
devoured  the  contents.  Again  it  received 
the  same  tender  caress :  placing  it  in  her 
heaving  bosom,  she  advanced  towards 
Mary,  whose  quick  eye  had  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  handwriting  of  the  letter, 
and  throwing  lier  arms  round  her  neck, 
said — "  Now,  dear  Mary,  let  me  hear  all  I 
wish ;  tell  me,  does  your  adopted  mother 
consent  to  your  stay  ?" 
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*'  First  tell  me,  dearest  Violante,  if  the 
writer  of  that  treasured  letter,  which  has 
given  so  much  rapture  to  your  bosom,  and 
so  much  tenderness  to  your  eyes,  is  the 
production  of  a  lover  T 

"  I  will  tell  you  every  thing ;  I  will 
even  shew  it  you,  my  lovely  Mary ;  but 
you  must  be  secret,  as  my  attachment  is 
yet  unknown  to  my  father." 

'*  Tell  me  but  the  name  of  your  lover,'* 
said  IMary,  with  increasing  earnestness^ 
**  or  I  will  keep  you  in  suspense  as  to  the 
decision  of  Mrs.  Byron." 

"  The  name  of  him  I  adore,  of  him  for 
whom  only  I  wish  to  live,"  exclaimed 
\"iolante  with  romantic  fervor,  *'  is  George 
Fitzroy." 

-  *'  I  am  satisfied,"  replied  Mar}%  trem- 
blincjc  with  sensations  which  she  could  not 
well  define ;  "  I  will  not  damp  the  bhss 
you  now  feel,  my  dear  girl,  by  keeping 
you  any  longer  in  suspense  :  in  the  course 
of  a  couple  of  days,  my  worthy  friend  and 
my  little  darhng  nephew  will  leave  Lon* 


18  DONALD    MONTEITH* 

don.  Oh,  Violante!  the  sight  of  them 
will  give  joy  to  my  soiil,  will  restore  me 
to  life  and " 

"  Happiness,  happiness !"  cried  A^iolante, 
bugging  Mary  in  her  arms ;  "  dear,  good 
Mrs.  Byron ;  dear,  sweet  child !  how  I 
will  love  you !  hut  I  must  run  to  apprise 
my  father  of  the  delightful  news." 

Away  skipped  Violante,  with  a  heart 
that  might  be  said  to  be  bursting  with  too 
much  felicity.  Her  stay  was  short:  on 
the  stairs  she  met  lord  D'Eresby,  w^hose 
impatience  to  be  acquainted  with  what 
concerned  his  repose,  more  than  he  chose 
at  present  to  avow,  made  him  leave  the 
best  part  of  his  own  letters  unopened,  to 
hasten  to  the  apartments  of  his  daughter. 

Unchecked  by  the  presence  of  his  sis- 
ter, his  lordship  expressed  the  delight  he 
felt  at  Mary's  continuing  to  reside  under 
his  roof,  in  terms  higlily  animated ;  and 
though  his  polished  sentences  betrayed 
more  ardour  thaii  the  slender  acquaintance 
with  iNIary  justified,  yet  they  excited  no 
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suspicion  in  her  guileless  mind,  M^liile  they 
only  satisfied  the  vivid  and  romantic  feel- 
ings of  Violante. 

Lord  D'Eresby  then  desired  h.^s  daugh- 
ter to  see  that  eveiy  thing  was  in  readi- 
ness for  the  reception  of  Miss  Seymour's 
little  nephew,  and  his  venerable  friend; 
but,  Mary,  whose  grateful  heart  felt  deep- 
ly every  attention  paid  to  those  she  loved, 
though  she  thanked  his  lordship  for  the 
kindness  of  his  wish,  nevertheless  declined 
to  acquiesce  in  it,  saying  that  Mrs.  By- 
ron had  commissioned  her  to  take  lodg- 
ings near  to  the  seaside ;  and  that,  much 
as  she  felt  indebted  for  the  proposed  hos- 
pitality of  his  lordship,  she  knew"  that  her 
old  friend  would  prefer  being  w^here  she 
could  do  as  she  pleased,  without  being 
checked  by  the  fear  of  infringing  on  the 
rules  of  his  lordship's  family. 

Lord  D'Eresb}^  forbore  to  press  the  sub- 
ject :  his  point  was  gained,  and  he  was 
happy.  After  advising  INIary  to  send  for 
his  housekeeper,  who  in  all  probability 
would  be  able  to  procure  a  suitable  resi- 
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deuce  for  her  v/orthy  friend,  he  quitted 
the  chamber  to  finish  the  inspection  of  his 
letters. 

Violante  was  no  sooner  assured  of  her 
father's  absence,  than  taking  from  her  bo- 
som the  epistle  of  her  lover,  she  read  it  to 
his  sister,  who,  as  she  listened  to  the  effu- 
sions of  a  passion  which  the  beauty  of 
Violante  was  well  calculated  to  inspire, 
suffered  a  sigh  inadvertently  to  escape  her. 
It  was  the  tribute  of  friendship  due  to  the 
gentle,  the  tender  Delia. 

"  Now  that  the  secret  of  niy  soul  is 
known  to  3^ou,  dear  ?*Iary,"  cried  JMiss 
D'Eresby,  "  let  me  tell  you  how  I  became 
acquainted  with  my  handsome  lover.  Ra- 
ther better  than  two  years  ago,  my  aunt 
Estifania  was  on  a  visit  to  my  fatiier ;  I 
had  accompanied  her  one  evening  to  her 
favourite  walk,  which  is  by  the  seaside ; 
it  was  there  that  I  first  beheld  my  dear 
George  :  our  eyes  no  sooner  met,  than  we 
felt  mutually  interested  for  each  other.  A 
string  of  coral  beads,  which  I  wore  round 
my  neck,  fortunately  broke,  as  vie  were  xe- 
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passing  him;  lie  assisted  me  to  recover 
them.     Never  shall  I  forget  the  look  he 
gave  me,  or  the  thrill  his  touch  occasioned 
as  he  pressed  my  hand  with  the  last  bead. 
Lady  Estifania  was  cross  at  the  accident, 
which  detained  her  on  tiie  beach  lonoer 
than  she  wished,  and  scolded  me  for  my 
carelessness;  I  wa«  obliged  to  hurry  for- 
w^ard,   but  not  without  having  first  re- 
ceived a  glance  from  my  lover,  which  told 
me  that  I  should  be  followed.     Our  car- 
riage, however,  was  in  waiting,  and  mv 
heart  died  within  me,  as  I  thought  it  im- 
possible that  he  should  keep  up  with  the 
speed  of  the  horses.     A  week  of  painful 
torment   succeeded:    lady  Estifania  and 
my  father  had  quitted  us,  and  I  became 
dull,  out  of  humour,  and  unhappy.     Poor 
Mrs.  Vernon  v/as  then  suffering  under  a 
-complaint,  which  finally  terminated  the 
life  of  one  of  the  best  of  women:  unable 
to  attend  me  as  usual  in  my  walks,   I 
tstroUed  alone  through  the  gardens  of  my 
father ;  one  object  filled  my  mind,  and  oc- 
cupied the  whole  of  my  attention;  my 
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favourite  walk  was  that  which  skirts  the 
private  road  to  the  house ;  there  I  used  to 
wander  restless  and  uneasy,  and  strain  my 
eyes  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  what  my  fancy 
sometimes  .pictured  as  a  human  figure. 
One  morning  I  felt  convinced  that  my 
imagination  no  longer  deceived  me ;  the 
person  a})proached  the  low  hedge  of  the 
shrubbery ;  his  dress  v/as  that  of  a  naval 
officer,'  his  form,  his  features  the  same  as 
those  of  the  unkno\Mi.  Surprise  and  rap- 
ture rooted  me  to  the  spot:  he  looked  up, 
his  eyes  beamed  with  delight,  he  sprung 
over  the  hedge,  and  was  at  my  feet,  Mary, 
before  I  had  power  to  fly." 

"  And  would  you  have  flown,  Violante, 
had  you  possessed  the  power  ?"  said  JMary, 
looking  archly  in  her  face. 

"  Ah,  that  look  !  that  enchanting  look, 
!Mary !"  replied  Violante,  kissing  her  cheek 
gaily;  "  you  are  not  aware,  my  lovely 
friend,  of  the  occasional  resemblance  which 
exists  between  yourself  and  my  handsome 
lover.  But  to  my  story ;  an  hour  passed 
in  the  society  of  George  Fitzroy  only  ap» 
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peared  a  minute,  and  though  my  repeater 
warned  me  that  it  was  time  to  return  to 
the  house,  I  still  linc^ered  to  catch  the 
sound  of  his  musical  voice,  or  the  glance 
of  his  heavenly  eyes,  which  told  me  that 
his  heart  was  all  my  own.  I  agreed  to 
meet  him  at  the  same  spot  next  morning, 
before  he  would  be  persuaded  to  leave  me; 
and  for  a  fortnight  I  continued  to  enjoy 
the  luxury  of  his  conversation,  which,  to 
my  romantic  taste,  possessed  the  double 
charm  of  being  secret  and  unknown.  The 
fondness  of  Mrs.  ^^ernon  might  perhaps 
have  led  her  to  invite  him  to  the  house, 
as  his  family  is  honourable,  and  his  man- 
ners decidedly  those  of  a  gentleman ;  but 
we  preferred  to  meet  in  private,  the  ten- 
derness of  our  hearts  not  admitting  of  the 
presence  of  a  third  person.  Oh,  Mary, 
my  sweet  friend,  I  really  imagined  that 
my  soul  was  quitting  me  for  ever,  as  I  re- 
ceived the  parting  kiss  of  my  adored 
George ;  I  fainted  in  his  arms,  and  when 
he  recovered  me,  I  wept  upon  his  bosom, 
insensible  to  every  thing  but  the  agony  I 
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endured  at  the  prospect  of  losing  him. 
Through  the  medium  of  my  faithful  Di- 
nah, I  have  been  able  to  correspond  with 
liim  ever  since  his  departure.  Two  long, 
tedious  years  have  gone  heavily  by,  since 
I  saw  my  dearest  George ;  but  now  he  has 
autliorized  me  to  hope  that  I  shall  soon  en- 
joy the  bliss  of  seeing  him." 

The  delight  which  would  otherwise 
liave  filled  the  bosom  of  Mary,  at  the  pos- 
sibility of  shortly  beholding  a  brother 
whom  she  tenderly  loved,  was  chilled  by 
the  remembrance  of  her  altered  state,  her 
change  of  name,  and  tlie  disgrace  which  a 
high-spirited  young  man  like  George 
might  attach  to  that  circumstance. 

Violante,  who  did  not  obsers^e  tlie 
change  of  lier  countenance,  continued  to 
-express  the  happiness  she  felt,  and  to  hope 
that  some  opportunity  would  occur  to 
enable  her  to  enjoy  the  society  of  her 
iover,  under  the  sanction  of  her  father. 
*'  If  I  can  once  get  George  introduced  to 
him,"  said  she,  "  I  have  no  fear  but  that 
be  will  succeed  in  gaining  liis  loi'dship's 
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approbation  of  his  passion;  my  father 
loves  me  too  dearly  to  raise  any  ob- 
jection to  my  choice,  and  as  he  suffered 
himself  from  the  unjust  authority  of  my 
grandfather,  he  will  be  sohcitous  to  save 
me  from  a  similar  fate." 

Violante  now  entered  into  a  short  detail 
of  her  mother's  history,  and  as  she  knew 
that  her  father  was  engaged  in  hi«  study, 
she  conducted  her  friend  into  his  bed- 
cliamber,  that  slie  might  shew  her  the  pic- 
ture esteemed  by  lord  D'Eresby,  as  the 
most  valuable  in  his  collection.  Mary 
could  not  restrain  her  admiration  as  she 
gazed  on  the  exquisite  countenance  of 
donna  Violante :  beautiful  as  w  as  that  of 
her  daughter,  it  yet  wanted  the  cliaste 
tenderness  which  heightened  the  attrac- 
tion that  belonged  to  her  mother's. 

"  It  is  rather  singular,"  said  Violante^ 
*'  that  when  my  George  was  in  Spain, 
some  years  back,  he  should  not  only  have 
visited  at  the  house  of  signor  Bonelli,  but 
actually  have  become  deeply  enamoured 

voi>,  V,  c 
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©f  his  youngest  daughter,  donna  Isabella, 
whom,  as  he  says,  I  strongly  resemble. 
The  saucy  fellow  thought  to  lessen  my 
self-importance,  by  assuring  me  that  it  was 
on  Jier  account  he  loved  me  so  passionate- 
ly. I  laughingly  replied,  that  it  was  of 
little  moment,  as  he  had  only  made  a 
transfer  of  his  heart  to  her  niece,  my  dear 
mother  being  the  eldest  of  signor  Bonelh's 
daughters." 

''  Heavens,  how  strange!"  cried  IMary, 
much  astonished  by  what  she  had  just 
heard;  "  «ome  fatality  seems  to  attend 
tlie  disposal  of  your  lover's  affections  ;  and 
are  you  really,  Violante,  perfectly  assured 
that  you  prefer  him  to  all  you  have  hither- 
to seen?" 

l^^iolante  seemed  a  little  embarrassed, 
but  soon  recovering  herself,  replied,  "  You 
shall  see  lieutenant  Fitzroy,  Mary,  and 
then  judge  of  the  stability  of  my  love  for 
him ;  you  will  not  often  meet  with  a 
handsomer  man.  But  I  have  already  taken 
up  too  much  of  your  time ;  let  us  go  and 
inquire  of  the  housekeeper  if  she  can  as- 
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si-st  US  to  procure  what  you  are  anxious  to 
obtain.  When  I  see  Mrs.  Byron,  I  shall 
try  and  persuade  her  to  take  up  her  abode 
with  my  father." 

Tlie  mind  of  IMary  wa-s  soon  made  easy 
with  respect  to  the  fviture  residence  of  her 
little  idol,  and  lier  maternal  friend :  the 
person  who  had  nursed  Mrs.  Chudleigh, 
and  to  whom  Mary  had  made  several  pre- 
sents, on  account  of  her  great  attention  to 
her  lamented  friend,  waited  upon  her  the 
next  morning,  to  solicit  her  to  come  and 
look  at  the  apartments  she  had  to  let. 
They  wei-e  ^situated  near  t^ie  -sea,  and  not 
more  than  two  miles  from  D^Eresby  House 
— a  distance  ^Vhich  was  trifling  to  Mary, 
but  which,  as  she  wislied,  would  prevent 
her  beloved  boy  from  being  a  too  frequent 
guest  at  his  lordship's. 

The  -situation,  as  well  as  the  accomm:o- 

dations,  was  such  as  she  knew  would  please 

]ier  old  friend ;    she  therefore  requested 

that  every  thing  might  be  got  in  readiness 

c2 
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to  receive  her,  as  she  was  expected  in  the 
course  of  a  few  days. 

Lord  D'Eresby,  who  silently  watched 
all  the  movements  of  Mary's  expressive 
face,  and  who  could  not  help  wondering 
at  the  excessive  impatience  she  seemed  to 
feel  for  the  presence  of  an  old  woman  and 
an  infant  nephew,  proposed,  in  pity  to  her 
feelings,  that  she  should  take  the  carriage 
and  meet  the  chaise,  at  the  hour  when  it 
was  most  likely  Mrs.  Byron  would  arrive, 
Mary,  however,  had  too  much  prudence 
to  betray  to  strangers  the  tenderness  of  a 
mother.  She  preferred  going  to  the  lodg- 
ings, under  pretence  of  seeing  if  all  had 
been  arranged  to  her  wishes.  This,  fortu- 
nately, was  approved  of  by  lady  Estifania, 
who  very  considerately  said,  that  as  JNIary 
must  have  many  things  to  hear,  and  to 
impart  to  her  adopted  parent,  she  had  bet- 
ter remain  with  her  all  night,  and  that 
she  would  call  for  her  herself  the  next  day. 
Lord  D'Eresby  was  not  perfectly  satisfied 
at  this  arrangement ;  yet  as  the  proposal 
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€ame  from  his  sister,  and  as  it  evidently 
gave  the  highest  pleasure  to  Mary,  he 
confined  to  himself  his  secret  uneasiness. 


CHAPTEH  II, 


Those  who  know  what  it  is  to  be  a  mo- 
ther, and  to  have  been  separated  for  a  time 
from  an  adored  child,  can  judge  of  the 
rapture  which  once  more  filled  the  heart 
of  Mary,  as  she  pressed  to  her  bosom  her 
little  boy.  Her  eyes  eagerly  ran  over  each 
blooming  beauty;  she  kissed  his  rosy 
cheek  and  dimpled  mouth  with  all  a  mo- 
ther's extacy  and  pride,  and  as  she  hug- 
ged him  close  and  closer  to  her  breast, 
thought  for  the  moment  that  every  sor- 
row was  light,  now  that  she  again  em- 
braced her  child,  who  on  his  part  testified 
his  pleasure  at  being  restored  to  the  arms 
of  his  doting  parent. 
TVIrs.  Byron,  to  whose  maternal  kindness 
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Mary  was  indebted  for  the  presence  oilier 
lovely  cherub^  next  engrossed  her  atten- 
tion ;  and  Sophy,  ^.ivho  had  begged  and 
prayed  to  accompany  her  aunt,  was  in  her 
turn  not  forgotten  by  the  most  happy 
.Aviary. 

Though  greatly  fatigued  by  the  jour-^ 
ney,  Mrs.  Byron  had  so-  much  to  say,  and 
so  many  things  to  listen  to,  that  it  was 
morning  before  either  Mary  or  herself 
thought  of  retirhig  to  their  bed-rt)om. 
Even  when  there,  her  venerable  friend 
could  not  refrain  from  imparting  the  va- 
riety of  fears  which  she  had  experienced 
on  her  account  since  they  had  been  sepa- 
rated. Mary  had  also  to  repeat  the  unex- 
pected discovery  she  had  made  of  Miss 
D'Eresby  being  the  object  of  her  brother^s 
passion,  as  well  as  the  many  little  acts  of 
kindness  which  she  had  received  from  loixl 
D'Eresby  and  lady  Estifania  Dorville; 
thus  preparing  the  mind  of  her  amiable 
old  friend  to  receive  with  satisfaction  their 
promised  visit. 

Co^iild  Mary  have  forgotten  the  scenes 
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of  blissful  tenderness  she  had  once  passed 
with  Monteith — could  she  have  eradicated 
from  her  memory  all  remembrance  of  the 
past,  all  dread  of  the  fntiire,  she  would 
now  have  been  comparatively  happy. 
Her  little  darling  daily  blest  her  sight,  and 
had  his  mother  permitted  him,  w^ould  have 
been  a  constant  visitor  at  lord  D'Eresby's  ; 
but  to  the  great  vexation  of  Violante, 
JMary  eternally  contrived  to  frame  some 
excuse  for  his  absence.  This,  however, 
could  not  ahvays  be  done  without  exciting 
suspicion;  and  when  the  boy  was  aWowed 
to  leave  the  protection  of  Mrs.  Byron,  he 
generally  passed  the  night  either  with 
A^iolante  or  his  mother. 

The  nerv^ous  solicitude  w^hich  Mary  felt 
that  she  betrayed  at  every  movement  of 
the  infant  Donald,  the  restlessness  her  fea- 
tures expressed  if  he  persisted  in  going 
with  Dinah  to  the  housekeeper's  room, 
and  the  agony  she  seemed  to  suffer  if  by 
chance  he  received  a  hurt,  convinced  lord 
D'Eresby  that  the  boy  w^as  more  nearly 
related  to  Marv  than   she  had  acknow^- 
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ledged.  Yet  this  idea,  far  from  abating 
the  ardour  of  his  secret  passion,  served 
only  to  increase  it.  Had  she  already  been 
seduced  to  err,  and  this  child  the  pledge 
of  her  imprudence,  the  task  would  be  less 
difficult  lor  him  to  perform :  it  was  evi- 
dent that  either  death  or  indifference  had 
separated  her  from  his  father ;  the  wealth 
of  lord  D'Eresby  enabled  him  to  provide 
most  amply  for  both  mother  and  son,  and 
his  inclinations  kept  pace  with  his  power. 
Notwithstanding  this  belief,  so  fatal  to 
the  safety  of  Mary,  his  lordship,  passion- 
ately as  he  admired  her,  had  never  yet 
ventured  to  step  beyond  the  bounds  of  de- 
licacy in  his  conduct  towards  her.  His 
passions  had  frequently  urged  him  to 
snatch  a  kiss  from  her  lips,  at  the  same 
time  as  he  bestowed  one  on  Violante ;  but 
there  was  a  sanctity  about  the  person  of 
Mary,  lovely  as  it  was,  tJiat  awed  the  li- 
bertine wish  of  his  lordship,  and  .even  at 
moments  made  him  doubt  whether  such 
seeming  innocence  as  hers  could  ever  have 
yielded  to  unlawful  passion. 


DONALD    MONTEITH.  33 

Beauty,  grace,  and  talents,  such  as  INIary 
possessed,  would  have  been  alone  sufficient 
to  create  enemies,  among  those  whose 
narrow  minds  were  envious  of  her  supe- 
rior attractions,  and  jealous  of  the  evident 
favour  in  which  she  was  held  by  lord 
D'Eresby  and  his  daughter.  This  latter 
cause  of  dislike  was  most  sensibly  felt  by 
one  family  in  particular,  who  were  occa- 
sionally invited  to  the  dinner-table  of  his 
lordship,  more  as  a  matter  of  form  than 
regard.  His  visitors  generally  consisted 
of  gentlemen,  chiefly  officers ;  at  these  par- 
ties neither  lady  Estifania  nor  her  young 
companions  were  present,  except  when  the 
wife  and  daughters  of  sir  Archibald  !Mac- 
farlane  were  of  the  company. 

The  fortune  of  baron  D'Eresby,  which 
enabled  him  to  live  in  a  style  of  almost 
princely  magnificence,  as  well  as  his  being 
considered  the  handsomest  man  in  Devon- 
shire, made  him  an  object  of  general  attrac- 
tion among  the  women ;  and  sir  Archibald 
and  his  wife  were  weak  enough  to  believe, 
c  3 
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from  some  attentions  whicli  he  had  paid 
to  their  eldest  daughter,  that  his  lordship 
intended  to  make  her  the  enviable  mis- 
tress of  all  his  riches,  as  well  as  of  himself 
An  evening  passed  in  the  society  of 
Mary  damped  the-  joyous  hopes  of  the 
self  deluded  parents ;  they  saw  that  even 
the  stately  lady  Estifania  Dorville  relaxed 
a  little  from  her  hauteur  when  she  was 
addressing  JNIary  ;  they  saw  that  Violante 
loved  her  beyond  every  thing  except  her 
father;  and  that  his  lordship's  feelings 
were  in  perfect  unison  with  those  of  his 
daughter. 

The  consequence  was  obvious  ;  sir  Ar- 
chibald, his  lady,  and  Miss  Macfarlane,  all 
cordially  hated  the  beautiful  intruder,  and 
though  they  dissembled  their  real  senti- 
ments when  at  D'Eresby  House,  they  in- 
demnified themselves  by  throwing  out  the 
'most  illiberal  insinuations  against  her  as 
often  as  any  opportunity  occurred. 

They  had  unfortunately  discovered  that 
the  child  whom  they  saw  one  morning  in 
the  arms  of  Violante  was  the  reputed  ne- 
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phew  of  their  hated  rival ;  nothing  more 
was  wanting'  to  aid  their  malevolent  de- 
signs.  Forgetting  that  their  own  children 
were  females,  and  therefore  not  exempt 
froiw  censure,  they  scrupled  not  to  whis- 
per among  their  acquaintance  that  it  was 
more  than-  probabtie  that  Miss  Seymour 
had  a  stronger  claim  than  that  of  aunt  to 
the  care  of  the  bey,  as  it  was  very  unlike- 
ly that  any  person  sliould  bequeath  to  so^ 
young  and  unprotected  a  woman  the 
charge  of  an  infant  child.  The  world,  at 
least  that  part  of  it  that  came  within,  the 
knowledge  of  the  Macfarlanes,  readily 
gave  credit  to  their  artful  malice;  and 
Mary  was  consequently  believed  By  all 
•their  friends  to  be  the  mother^  not  the  ait/nt 
of  Donald. 

•  Mary,  unconscious  of  their  hatred,  and' 
ignorant  of  its  slanderoirs  effects,  continued 
to  visit  daily  the  residence  of  her  adopted 
parent.  She  was  accompanied'  occasionally 
by  Miss  D'Eresby  and  lady  Estifaniai  at 
other  times  shd  enjoyed  the  luxury  of 
going  there  alofl^,  and  of  pouring  -forth 
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unrestrained  all  the  fondness  of  her  soul 
over  the  baby  boy,  whose  growing  beau- 
ties made  him  a  fit  subject  for  the  pain- 
ter's skill,  and  whose  cherub  form  pro- 
mised to  equal  the  manly  symmetry  of  his 
father's.  ^ 

One  morning,  when  Violante  and  INIary 
were  preparing  to  pass  an  hour  or  two 
with  Mrs.  Byron,  and  had  just  gained  the 
entrance  of  the  marble  hall,  they  were 
detained  by  the  unexpected  arrival  of  sir 
William  Beaufort,  whose  return  had  been 
delayed  beyond  the  time  he  had  mention- 
ed, and  v/ho  was  now  accompanied  by  a 
young  man  of  prepossessing  appearance, 
the  paleness  of  whose  features  seemed  to 
be  occasioned  by  a  wound  which  he  had 
received  in  the  sword  arm,  and  v/hich  he 
canied  in  a  sling.  At  the  sight  of  Vio- 
lante the  blood  rushed  into  his  cheeks, 
while  hers  seemed  to  recede,  and  an  uni- 
versal tremor  shook  her  frame  as  the  stran- 
jrer  hurried  forward  to  kiss  her  hand.  Sir 
3¥ilham  took  that  of  Mary. 

The  sainted  forsi  of  tkc  dead  Maria  at 
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the  same  instant  appeared  to  occupy  their 
minds ;  tears  started  into  the  eyes  of  Mary, 
while  those  of  sir  William  could  not  with- 
hold the  tribute  of  affection  due  to  her 
memory.  They  returned  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  Mary  learnt  that  the  name 
of  the  young  officer  was  Edgar  IMordaunt, 
and  judged  from  the  pleasure  which  lord 
D'Eresby  manifested  at  his  return,  that  he 
was  not  only  well  known  to  the  family, 
but  highly  esteemed  by  his  lordship,  who 
insisted  upon  his  sending  for  his  baggage, 
and  residing  with  him  during  his  stay  in 
Devonshire.  The.  young  man  consented 
with  evident  satisfaction ;  yet  his  eyes  ex- 
pressed a  solicitude  so  tender,  an  anxiety 
so  bordering  on  restlessness  whenever  they 
turned  on  Violante,  who  sat  silent  and 
embarrassed,  that  Mary  felt  her  curiosity 
excited  to  know  more  of  him. 

"  Do  you  not  mean,  Miss  Seymour,  to 
pay  your  visit  to  Mrs.  Byron  this  morn- 
ing ?"  inquired  lady  Estifania  Dorville. 

"  Mrs.  Byron  !"  exclaimed  sir  William, 
with  a  look  and  voice  of  surprise  t^tt  made 
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Mary  feel  uncomfortable,  though  she  kne^r 
not  why. 

^'^  We  have  got  that  excellent  creature- 
among  us,"  continued  lady  Estifania ;  "  it 
is  to  her  presence  that  we  are  indebted  for 
that  of  her  adopted  daughter." 

"  May  I  accompany  you.  Miss  Sey- 
mour ?"  said  sir  William.. 

Mary  could  not  refuse.  Violante  rose 
also,  as  if  glad  of  a  pretext  to  leave  the 
room. 

"  You  will  not  run  away  from  an  old 
acquaintance,  my  Violante,"  cried  her  fa- 
ther, "  but  stay  and  entertain  Mr.  Mor- 
dainit,  as  I  am  obliged  to  leave  him  for  a 
short  time.  During  my  absence,  make  him 
as  welcome  as  a  brave  man^  and  the  son  of 
a  valued  friend,  ought  to  be." 

Violante's  confusion  increased;  so  did 
the  curiosity  of  Mary,  who  now  suffered 
sir  William  to  place  her  hand  on  his  arm, 
as  he  conducted  her  to  the  lodgings  of 
Mrs.  Byron.  During  tlieir  walk,  he  ap- 
peared thoughtful  and  uneasy,  yet  as  their 
conversation  was  concerning  Mrs.  Chud- 
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his  manners  to  the  melancholy  of  tire 
subject.  He  once  inquired  by  whose  ad- 
vice she  had  been  induced  to  send  for 
JVIrs.  Byron  and  lier  Uttle  nephew  ? 

iNIary  innocently  replied,  that  her  in- 
ducement w^as  the  wish  of  her  lamented 
Maria,  and  of  lord  D'Eresby  and  his  fa- 
mily, who,  as  w^ell  as  JNIrs.  Chudleigh,  had 
solicited  her  to  remain  as  the  friend  and 
companion  of  Violante — "  I  could  not 
comply  w  ith  their  request,"  said  she,  "  un- 
less my  dear  Mrs.  Byron  agreed  to  hve 
here  likewise ;  the  goodness  and  liberality 
of  my  new  friends  would  fain  leave  me 
nothing  to  wish  for ;  they  only  regret  that 
they  cannot  prevail  upon  Mrs.  Byron  to 
take  up  her  residence  entirely  with  them." 

Sir  William  looked  anxiously  in  her 
face — **  And  have  you  any  thing  now  to 
wish  for,  Mary  ?  I  b^g  pardon,  Miss  Sey- 
mour I  mean." 

"  Call  me  Mary,  if  you  please,"  she  re- 
plied ;  "  it  is  less  formal,  and  more  like  a 
brother," 
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*'  I  will  endeavour  to  be  a  brother  to 
you  in  every  respect,"  said  sir  William, 
gravely ;  "  but  are  you  aware,  that  in  ful- 
fiUing  the  duties  of  that  pleasing  charac- 
ter, I  shall  be  obHged  to  lay  aside  all  sem- 
blance of  flatteiy,  and  speak  only  the  lan- 
guage of  truth,  which  sometimes  may  give 
offence  ?" 

"  Never,  never !"  cried  Maiy,  warmly ; 
"  from  your  lips,  sir  William,  I  shall  only 
look  for  truth  ;  and  should  any  thing  in 
my  conduct  strike  you  as  imprudent,  I 
shall  expect  that  your  politeness  will  not 
get  the  better  of  your  sincerity,  but  that 
you  will  point  out  my  faults,  with  the 
same  candour  as  if  I  were  indeed  your 
sister." 

Sir  William  pressed  ^er  hand,  yet  con- 
tinued silent :  they  now  came  to  the  lodg- 
ings of  Mrs.  Byron,  who  received  her  new 
visitor  with  every  demonstration  of  respect 
and  friendship.  Still  the  thoughtfiil  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance  remained,  not- 
withstanding that  he  felt  pleased  by  the 
evident  esteem  of  one  who^  in  his  mind, 
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was  an  object  worthy  of  being  the  protec- 
tor and  adviser  of  the  orphan  Mary. 

The  little  Donald,  not  intimidated  by 
the  serious  cast  of  his  features,  quitted  the 
arms  of  his  mother  to  climb  the  knees  of 
sir  William,  who  found  that  the  boy  was 
become  dearer  to  him,  since  Mary's  kiss 
had  warmed  his  blooming  cheek. 

"  Are  you  not  surprised,  my  dear  sir," 
said  Mrs.  Byron,  "  to  see  us  here  ?" 

Sir  William  had  folded  the  child  to  his 
bosom,  and  stolen  from  his  pouting  lips 
the  soft  kiss  of  his  mother ;  his  features 
had  relaxed  into  a  smile  of  tenderness, 
which  vanished  at  the  question  of  Mrs. 
Eyron — "  I  am  indeed,"  said  he,  placing 
the  boy  on  the  ground.  "  I  think  the 
length  of  the  journey,  and  change  of  place, 
must,  at  your  time  of  life,  my  dear  madam, 
have  been  productive  of  great  inconve- 
nience." 

"  I  thought  not  of  that,"  replied  Mrs. 
Byron ;  "  had  it  been  still  greater,  the  in- 
terest of  ]Mar}%  and  her  happiness,  would 
have  removed  every  selfish  feeling.     The 
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connexion  she  has  now  formed  was  of  too 
much  consequence  to  be  relinquished; 
and  as  it  has  every  appearance  of  being  a 
permanent  one,  I  should  not  have  been 
happy  myself  had  I  not  been  able  to  reside 
near  her." 

Sir  William  made  no  reply,  but  turning 
quickly  towards  Mary,  inquired  if  she  had 
heard  from  his  sister — ''  It  is  under  her 
roof  that  I  should  feel  happy  to  see  yoii 
placed,"  said  he,  "  but  not  while  Mrs. 
Cringewell  remains  with  her.  One  day, 
perhaps,  circumstances  may  enable  me  to 
have  my  wish." 

*'  I  almost  fear,  sir  William,"  said  Maiy, 
•'  that  you  disapprove  of  my  continuing  at 
D'Eresby  House;  but  my  dear  Mrs. 
Chudleigh  strongly  advised  me  to  do  so, 
■•  and  indeed  I  have  received  so  many  proofs 
of  reo'ard  from  all  the  familv,  that  it  would 
be  ungrateful  of  me  not  to  own  that  I  did 
so  willingly." 

"  May  you  never  have  reason  to  regret 
your  hasty  decision,"  replied  sir  William, 
with  gravity ;  "  there  ai^e  few  houses  upou 
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the  magnificent  establishment  of  lord 
I>'Ere»by's  capable  of  affording  a  proper 
asylum  for  youth  and  beauty  such  as 
yours." 

"  But  surely,  sir  William,  the  presence 
of  lady  Estifania  Dorville  is  a  sufficient 
protection  to  my  dear  child,  as  well  as  the 
paternal  kindness  of  his  lordship,  who  veiy 
prudently  disapproves  of  the  female  part 
of  his  family  being  seen  at  any  of  his  pub- 
lic parties,  except  when  there  are  ladies 
invited?" 

Sir  William  smiled;  there  was  too 
much  of  meaning  in  the  smile  not  to  be 
observed  by  Mary — "  True,"  said  he,  "  I 
had  forgotten,  that  as  t/iat  is  the  case,  no 
danger  can  lurk  within  the  walls  of  D'Eres- 
by  House." 

"  None,"  replied  Mrs.  Byron,  with  quick- 
ness, ''  that  your  friendship,  sir  William, 
may  not  Avarn  her  of.  But  where  is  JNIiss. 
D'Eresby,  my  Mary  ?  she  was  to  have  paid 
me  a  visit  this  morning." 

''  Slie  remained  by  the  desire  of  her  fa- 
tUci'v"  said  iMary,  "  in  consequence  of  the 
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arrival  of  a  gentleman  who  came  home 
with  sir  William;  but  if  I  may  judge 
from  her  countenance,  she  would  rather 
have  fulfilled  her  promise." 

"  I  hope,  for  the  sake  of  Mr.  Mordaunt's 
peace,  that  your  judgment  in  this  instance 
is  erroneous,"  exclaimed  sir  William ;  "  the 
wounds  of  Love  will  otherwise  prove  more 
fatal  to  his  life  than  those  of  Mars.  If 
Violante  has  not  made  you  the  confidant 
of  his  passion,  the  language  of  his  eyes 
v/ili  too  soon  betray  it." 

The  heart  of  Mary  felt  a  cold  chill  at 
these  words,  while  Mrs.  Byron  gave  her 
a  look  that  only  increased  her  chagrin  and 
vexation.  The  fondness  of  a  sister  made 
her  anxious  to  hear  from  the  mouth  of 
Violante  an  explanation  of  this  mystery, 
and  she  therefore  made  an  excuse  to 
shorten  her  visit.  On  her  return,  Violante 
followed  her  to  her  apartments ;  they  were 
those  occupied  by  Mrs.  Chudleigh,  and 
since  allotted  to  Mary,  at  tlie  request  of 
Violante,  w4io  felt  a  repugnance  to  sleep  in 
the.cliainber  in  which  the  amiable  IMaria 
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liad  breathed  her  last.  But  as  Mary's 
mind  was  superior  to  such  weakness,  she 
accordingly  took  possession  of  the  costly 
rooms  of  her  friend,  who  remained  in  those 
next  to  Mary's. 

"  I  know  not  why,"  said  Miss  D'Eresby, 
as  she  threw  herself  on  a  couch,  "  but 
these  apartments  always  make  me  melan- 
choly: those  flowers  are  quite  faded, 
Mary;  we  will  have  them  removed  for 
fresh  ones.  Heigh  ho  !  I  feel  very  strange; 
I  wish  my  father  had  not  prevented  my 
going  out  this  morning.  I  am  sure  it  is 
the  want  of  my  accustomed  walk  that  has 
thus  affected  me," 

"  Rather  say,  my  dear  A^iolante,  that  the 
ill  health  of  an  old  friend,  and  his  unex- 
pected return,  are  the  cause  of  your  altered 
feelings.'^ 

"  You  are  right,  I  believe,  JMary;  no- 
thing certainly  could  be  more  unexpected 
than  the  sight  of  IMr.  Mordaunt.  Poor 
fellow !  he  looks  so  pale,  and  has  suffered 
so  severely  since  he  joined  the  army,  that 
it  is  impossible  not  to  pity  him." 
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"  It  would  ill  accord  with  the  tender- 
ness of  your  heart,  my  dear  Violante,  covild 
YOU  behold  unmoved  the  ravages  which 
sickness  and  war  have  made  in  the  form 
and  features  of  one  who  appears  to  he  an 
amiable  young  man,  and  who  betrayed 
emotions  on  seeing  you  that  might  have 
justified  me  in  deeming  him  more  of  a 
lover  than  a  friend." 

"  Yoiu'  penetration  has  not  misled  you," 
replied  Violante,  colouring  deeply ;  "  three 
years  ago,  my  fatlier  came  down  to  pass  a 
month,  and  brought  with  him  the  only  son 
of  sir  Edoar  iSIordaunt.  I  was  then  little 
more  than  thirteen,  and  of  course  became 
highly  delighted  at  iinding  that  I  was  of 
sufficient  importance  to  attract  the  notice 
of  a  haMsome,  manly  youth,  four  years 
older  than  myself  The  voice  of  a  lover 
was  new  to  me,  the  attentions  of  one  filled 
me  with  rapture,  and  I  then  imagined 
tliat  of  all  earthly  beings,  Edgar  INIordaunt 
wes  most  dear  to  me." 

*-'  Did  yom-  heart  deceive  you,  Vio- 
lante ?" 
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***  It  did,  my  friend;  for  though  tlio 
-absence  of  Edgar  at  first  made  me  miser- 
able, yet  I  no  sooner  belield  George  Fitz- 
roy,  than  I  found  my  error,  as  it  convinced 
me  that  the  world  did  contain  a  being 
more  calculated  to  render  me  happy  than 
my  first  lover.  Yet  from  my  soul  I  pity 
liim,  not  only  for  his  bodily  sufferings,  but 
because  I  fear  that  three  years  spent  abroad 
has  not  effaced  from  his  mind  the  hours 
lie  passed  in  my  society." 

"Poor  fellow!"  said  Mary,  feelingly; 
"  and  I  pity  him  also :  think,  Violante, 
liow  severe  his  destiny.  Escaped  with  life 
from  the  horrors  of  the  battle,  though  ren- 
dered incapable  of  again  raising  his  arm  in 
the  service  of  his  country,  with  what  ar- 
dour must  he  have  returned  to  his  native 
land,  in  hopes  of  finding  you  still  faithful 
to  your  early  passion !  think  how  inex- 
pressibly poignant  must  have  been  the 
emotions  occasioned  by  the  sight  of  your 
altered  manner,  by  the  sight  of  your  in- 
difierence !  Alas !  my  dear  Violante,  you 
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have  insured  to  IMr.  Mcrdaunt  my  sym- 
pathy at  least." 

*'  I  wish  I  had  not  seen  him,  IMary ;  for 
though  my  affections  belong  to  another, 
yet  I  cannot  view  his  evident  distress 
without  feeling  more  interested  in  his  fate 
than  my  passion  for  George  authorizes  me 
to  do.  I  am  certain  that  I  shall  not  reco- 
ver my  spirits  all  the  time  that  he  remains 
^vhich,  thank  Heaven!  will  only  be  a 
week." 

Mary  was  too  fondly  attached  to  her 
brother  not  to  watch  with  anxiety  every 
movement  of  his  beloved ;  yet  this  did 
not  prevent  her  from  pitying  the  affliction 
of  liis  rival.  Even  the  voice  and  features 
of  Violante  assumed  by  degrees  a  softness 
doubly  dangerous  to  the  repose  of  the 
wounded  soldier ;  yet  ^Mary's  tender  heart 
could  not  condemn  her  friend  for  shed- 
ding the  secret  tear  of  commiseration. 

Lord  D'Eresby  evidently  suspected  the 
attachment  of  JMr.  ^lordaunt,  and  half 
espoused  his  cause;    he  urged  him    to 
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sliorten,  as  much  as  possible,  his  stay  at 
Mordaunt  Hall,  and  to  return  to  the  mild 
climate  of  Devonshire.  But  the  young 
officer  required  a  stronger  inducement 
than  the  invitation  of  his  lordship;  he 
looked  for  it  in  the  dark  eyes  of  his  daugh- 
ter ;  he  saw  only  tliere  the  glance  of  pity, 
not  of  encouraging  love ;  and  he  hesitated 
to  accept  the  kind  offer  of  her  father,  un- 
til he  had  first  throTvni  himself  at  the  feet 
of  \^iolante.  Opportunity  is  seldom  want- 
ing to  a  lover.  IMr.  JMordaunt  succeeded 
in  gaining  a  private  interview  with  Miss 
D'Eresby,.  the  evening  before  his  depar- 
ture. The  result  was,  an  avowal  on  her 
part  that  the  impression  he  had  made  on 
her  heart  when  a  diild  had  been  weaken- 
ed by  the  idea  that  he  had  forgotten  her, 
and  finally  effaced  by  another.  But  as  tliis 
second  passion  was  yet  unknown  to  her 
father,  she  threw  herself  upon  his  genero- 
.sity  to  keep  it  a  secret. 

The  conduct  of  her  first  lover  upon  this 
fatal  intelligence  was  at  once  noble  and 
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tender :  he  pressed  her  hands  pasjsionately 
to  his  heart — "  Adored  Violante  !'*  he 
cried,  "  may  your  second  lover  devote 
himself  to  your  happiness  with  the  same 
fidelity  as  your  first !  I  will  not  even  re- 
proach you  for  accelerating  my  death: 
may  you  be  as  happy  as  I  wish  you  to  be! 
as  it  should  have  been  the  study  of  my 
life  to  render  you !  My  presence  shall  no 
longer  give  you  pain — my  absence  will 
restore  you  to  composure." 

Violante,  affected  to  tears,  besought  him 
to  live  for  tlie  sake  of  his  family,  if  not  for 
her ;  assuring  him,  at  the  same  time,  that 
she  should  ever  feel  the  liveliest  interest  in 
his  fate. 

Mr.  INIordaunt,  struck  by  the  tender  ex- 
pression of  her  countenance,  flung  his  left 
arm  round  her  yielding  form — "  Farewell, 
Violante!  farewell  for €ver!" 

He  drew  her  still  closer  to  his  bosom — 
^*  One  kiss,  Violante ;  deny  not  the  request 
of  a  dying  man." 

He  pressed  his  lips  to  hers :  both  trem- 
bled ;  the  remembrance  of  past  endear- 
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ments  melted  the  wavering  soul  of  Vio- 
lante.  Again  she  felt  the  impassioned  kiss 
of  her  youthful  admirer;  who,  warmed  by 
the  exquisite  beauty  of  her  person,  which 
he  still  supported,  and  encouraged  by  the 
throbbings  of  her  bosom,  which  beat 
against  his  own,  was  venturing  to  plead 
once  more  hi-s  faithful  attachment,  when 
the  entrance  of  sir  William  Beaufort  made 
Miss  D'Eresby  start  from  the  arm  of  Ed- 
gar, who,  on  her  flying  out  of  the  cham- 
ber, scrupled  not  to  confide  to  the  unwel- 
come intruder  the  cause  of  the  tender 
^cene  he  had  just  witnessed. 

The  advice  of  sir  William  decided  the 
conduct  of  young  JMordaunt,  and  he  ac- 
cepted next  morning  the  invitation  of 
lord  D'Eresby^  who  repeated  his  desire 
that  he  would  hasten  his  return;  while 
Violante  saw  him  depart  with  a  blushing 
xjountenance  and  do-vvncast  look,  that  be- 
trayed the  wanderings  of  a  mind  at  va- 
riance with  itself. 

The  absence  of  Mr.  Mordaunt  soon  re- 
D  e; 
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stored  her  to  her  usual  gaiety.  She  how* 
ever  sedulously  avoided  his  name  in  all 
h^r  conversations  with  Mary,  while  to  sir 
William  she  behaved  with  an  attention 
so  .marked,  a  respect  so  pointed,  that  all 
were  at  a  loss  to  guess  the  cause  of  the 
change  but  himself. 

Another  letter  from  George  Fitzroy 
now  announced  the  arrival  of  his  ship  at 
Plymouth,  and  expressed  his  impatience 
to  behold  his  beloved  Violante,  who  he 
intreated  to  meet  him  the  same  evening 
at  the  usual  spot,  or  at  any  other  place  that 
she  would  appoint. 

Miss  D'Ercsby  hastened  to  the  cham- 
ber of  Mary,  to  whom  she  shewed  the  let- 
ter, and  besought  her  advice  upon  the 
safest  manner  of  procuring  a  secret  inter- 
view with  her  lover.  JNIary's  first  emo- 
tion was  that  of  joy  at  the  return  of  her 
brother;  but  this  soon  vanished,  as  the 
painful  idea  crossed  her  mind,  that  her 
present  concealment  of  name  and  situation  * 
in  the  family  of  his  beloved  might  in- 
crease his   displeasure,   and  add  another 
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wound  to  that  which  his  pride  had  already- 
received. 

To  hide  lier  relationship  any  longer 
from  Violante  was  impossible ;  yet  to  own 
Ceorge  as  her  brother,  would  be  to  confess 
that  he  was  the  father  of  little  Donald, 
and  to  awaken  the  just  suspicions  of  all 
who  knew  her,  as  to  what  could  be  the 
motive  of  her  going  by  any  name  but  her 
own.  She  therefore  resolved  to  tell  Vio- 
lante that  lie  was  her  cousin,  and  to  re- 
quest that  she  would  inclose  for  her  a  note 
toinform  him  of  her  being  at  D'Eresby 
House. 

The  delight  of  Violante  was  unbounded 
at  this  discovery ;  she  embraced  IMary  again 
and  again,  declaring  that  she  had  made 
her  so  happy.  She  could  now  see  and 
converse  with  her  lover  without  any  fear 
of  detection,  as  the  cousiii  of  Miss  Sey- 
mour would  always  be  a  welcome  guest 
at  her  father's  table.  She  now  retired  to 
write  her  letter,  leaving  Mary  to  explain, 
iis  well  as  she  '  able,  to  her  brother,  the 
different  circumstances  which  had  happen-^ 
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ed  within  the  last  few  months,  and  to  in- 
form him  of  her  motives  for  taking  her 
mother's  maiden  name,  as  well  as  her  rea- 
son for  wishing  him  to  pass  as  her  cousin. 
Mary  concluded  by  remarking  on  the  sin- 
gularity of  her  being  introduced  to  the 
notice  of  the  family  of  his  Violante,  and  of 
the  easy  access  it  would  enable  him  to  have 
to  the  presence  of  Miss  D'Eresby. 

When  the  letter  of  Violante  reached 
the  hands  of  George  Fitzroy,  he  pressed 
it  rapturously  to  his  lips,  then  broke  the 
seal,  eager  to  read  the  effusions  of  a  heart 
whose  ardour  was  equal  to  his  own.  The 
note  of  liis  sister  met  his  vieAv ;  his  cheek 
grew  red.  Surprise  and  brotherly  affec- 
tion overcame  the  feelings  of  a  lover,  and 
he  tore  open  the  little  billet  of  Mary,  be- 
fore he  had  perused  that  of  Violante. 
Scarcely  believing  it  possible  that  his  sis- 
ter and  his  beloved  could  reside  under  the 
same  roof,  George  hastily  ran  over  the 
lines,  which  only  afforded  him  fresh  sub- 
ject of  vexation.  Angrily  he  tore  in  pieces 
the  communication,  which,    as   he  con- 
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ceived,  only  added  to  his  dishonour ;  while 
the  melting  tenderness  conveyed  to  him 
in  the  letter  of  Miss  D'Ereshy  scarce  had 
power  to  chase  away  the  frown  of  ven- 
geance and  disappointed  hope  which  low- 
ered upon  his  brow. 

The  boat  was  waiting  to  row  him  to 
land — sullen  and  discontented  he  leapt 
into  it.  Dark  and  gloomy  were  his  first 
feelings  on  treading  once  again  the  shore 
of  his  native  country ;  and  the  conscious- 
ness of  wounded  pride,  of  insulted  honour, 
more  than  the  anticipated  extasies  of  mu- 
tual love,  occupied  the  mind  of  the  noble 
sailor,  as  he  bent  his  steps  tow^ards  the 
splendid  abode  of  baron  D'Eresby. 

The  changeful  features  of  Mary  betray- 
ed a  secret  uneasiness,  which  was  seen  im- 
mediately by  sir  William,  as  she  joined 
the  family  in  the  dining-parlour.  He 
saw  that  her  eyes  were  frequently  turned 
towards  the  door,  with  a  look  of  anxious 
expectation,  while  those  of  Violante 
sparkled  with  delight  and  anticipated  rap- 
ture.    Glittering  with  jewels,  and  arrayed 
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in  a  dress  which  shewed  to  advaiilage  the 
voluptuous  beauty  of  her  graceful  form, 
Violaiite  for  a  moment  fascinated  the 
senses  of  the  grave  sir  William ;  yet  lie 
no  sooner  perceived  tlie  gaze  of  vulgar 
passion  directed  towards  her  uncovered 
charms,  than  the  enchantment  vanislied, 
and  Reason  resumed  her  empire  in  his  souL 

Mary's  want  of  appetite  was  noticed 
.more  than  once  by  lord  D'Eresby,  who 
liad  lately  assumed  a  tenderness  of  man- 
ner v/henever  he  addressed  her,  that  alarm- 
ed the  watchful  friendship  of  sir  William. 
He  now  selected  for  her  the  choicest  fruit, 
and  inquired  how  long  she  had  been  in« 
disposed,  in  a  voice  which  betrayed  the 
interest  he  took  in  all  tliat  related  to  her 
welfare. 

"  Mary  is  not  ill,  my  dear  father,"  cried 
Violante,  gaily  ;  "  she  is  only  suffering  a 
little  from  suspense ;  a  cousin  whom  she 
lias  not  seen  for  two  or  three  years  is  now 
arrived,  and  Mary  has  been  expecting  him 
all  the  morning." 

The  eyes  of  sir  ^Villiam  were  instantly 
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turned  on  Clary's  blushing  face,  whil^ 
those  of  lord  D'Eresby  were  fixed  on  the 
same  object,  but  with  a  far  different  ex- 
pression. 

"  I  hope,"  said  lady  Estiflinia  Dorville, 
"  that  Miss  Seymour  will  soon  be  gratified 
by  the  sight  of  her  cousin  ;  I  am  happy  to 
hear  that  she  has  so  near  a  relation.  Pray, 
my  dear,  let  us  have  the  honour  of  being 
introduced  to  him.  Is  he  in  a  civil  or  mi- 
litary capacity  ?" 

"  He  belongs  to  the  navy,"  replied  INIa-^ 
ry,  not  venturing  to  raise  her  eyes  from 
the  table. 

*'  The  navy,"  cried  sir  William,  in  a  tone 
of  surprise;  "if  it  is  not  impertinent,  may* 
I  inquire  to  what  ship  he  belongs  ?" 

"  He  is  first  lieutenant  on  boai-d  the 
Hcliodora,"  replied  JNIary,  trying  to  assume 
a  careless  air. 

*•  This  is  the  first  time  I  have  been  in- 
formed of  your  having  a  relation  in  the 
navy,  Miss  Seymour,"  said  his  lordship ; 
^'  but  you  will  oblige  me  exceedingly  by 
d3 
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offering  him  every  accommodation  that 
mj  house  affords." 

Mary  expressed  her  thanks  for  this  new 
proof  of  lord  D'Eresby's  goodness,  as  she 
rose  to  follow  lady  Estifania  and  Violante 
to  the  di'a wing-room.  The  latter  had  just 
taken  her  harp,  when  a  servant,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  request  of  Mary,  came  to 
tell  her  that  he  had  conducted  a  gentle- 
man to  her  sitting-room.  The  fingers  of 
Violante  refused  to  strike  the  chords,  and 
a  sigh  of  pleasure  escaped  her,  as  she  saw 
her  friend  hasten  to  the  apartment  which 
contained  her  lover. 

Trembling  and  sick  with  apprehension, 
Mary  opened  the  door  of  her  chamber. 
George  was  walking  about  in  equal  agita- 
tion— "  My  brother,"  cried  Mary,  and 
would  have  sunk  at  his  feet,  had  he  not 
rushed  forv/ard  and  caught  her  to  his  bo- 
som. For  a  fev/  moments  both  were  si- 
lent :  the  tearful  eyes  of  Mary  at  length 
were  raised  fearfully  to  those  of  her  bro- 
ther.     "  Do  you  forgive   me,    dearest 
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George,  the  pain,  the  uneasiness  I  have 
caused  you  ?" 

George  pressed  her  still  closer  to  his 
breast.  The  bright  eyes  of  the  gallant 
sailor  were  moistened  with  tears — "  For- 
give you,  Mary  !  oh,  my  beloved  sister ! 
it  is  not  you  that  have  offended  me ;  it  is 
the  base  and  cowardly  deceiver  of  your 
confiding  innocence  that  excites  my  indig- 
nation and  my  vengeance ;  not  you,  my 
sweet  Mary.  By  Heavens !  the  blood  of 
IMonteith  can  alone  wash  out  the  disgrace 
of  this  womanly  weakness,  and  the  shame 
likewise  of  bringing  a  blush  on  the  cheek 
of  an  English  sailor.  But  how  are  you, 
Mary  ?  you  say  that  you  have  met  with 
great  friends;  that  all  here  love  you.  Bless 
them  for  it !  and,  my  Violante,  does  not 
she  love  you  dearly  ?" 

"  Yes,  very  dearly,"  replied  Mary,  try- 
ing to  check  her  tears ;  "  but  more  so  now 
that  she  thinks  you  are  my  cousin." 

"  Ah,  Mary  !  deep,  deep  in  my  heart  is 
buried  the  sense  of  thy  wrongs,  but  I  will 
avenge  them.     This  sword,  stained  with 
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tlie  blood-  of  my  country's  foes,  shall  yet 
grow  red  with  that  of  thy  betrayer.  Cruely 
inhuman  villain,  to  look  upon  a  face  like 
thine,  and  yet  consign  it  to  the  eternal 
tears  of  self-reproach." 

"Oh  cease,  my  beloved  George,  cease 
to  tear  open  those  wounds  which  time's 
slow  hand  has  not  yet  closed.  Cease  to 
call  down  vengeance  on  the  head  of  a  man 
mere  unfortunate  than  guilty,  l^tr^yed 
by  his  father,  deceived  into  whiat  he  re« 
fused  to  acknowledge  legal,  surely  he  is 
more  tlie  object  of  my  generous  brother's- 
pity  than  of  his  hatred:  my  sufferings 
have  not  exceeded  tliose  of  Monteith." 

"  And  do  you  love  him  still,  Islary  ?'* 
cried  George,  frowning  angrily. 

**  Oh  do  not  look  thus  sternly  on  me, 
dearest  brother,"  replied  Mary,  in  a  voice 
-of  supplicating  sweetness;  "  let  us  not 
damp  tlie  joy  of  our  present  meeting  by 
any  painful  recollections.  To  save  you  as 
imich  as  possible  the  shame  of  acknow- 
ledging me  as  a  sister,  I  have  mentioned 
vou  to  lord  D'Eresby  as  my  cousin ;  as 
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sucli  let  me  pass,  and  let  my  injuries  and 
any  disgTace  be  only  known  to  ourselves.'^ 

George  appeared  affected. 

"  Compose  yourself,  I  beseech  you," 
continued  Mary  ;  "  let  not  a  look,  a  word, 
betray  my  secret  or  my  name.  Hark, 
5ome  one  approaches ;  it  is  my  friend." 

The  voice  of  Violante  was  now  heard 
in  the  galleiy,  singing  gaily  the  following- 
lines  of  a  favourite  song  of  her  father's. 

"  0)i  that  kiss  !   that  sweet,  sweet  kiss  ! 

Tlie  kiss  he  gave  at  parting, 
In  pain  and  grief  stiil  Lrouglit  relief, 

And  kept  ihe  tear  from  starting.'^ 

The  countenance  of  George  now  bright- 
ened into  the  r^ipture  of  a  lover.  Violante 
appeared ;  he  caught  her  in  liis  arms ;  he 
pressed  his  lips  to  hers  :  the  magic  of  her 
kiss,  tlie  languishing  softness  of  her  air, 
dispelled  the  storm  of  liis  bosom  ;  and  love, 
happy  love,  resumed  his  empire. 

As  soon  as  the  transports  of  the  lovers 
hiid  a  little  subsided,  Violante  said,  as  she 


62  DONALD    MONTEITH. 

disengaged  herself  from  the  arms  of 
George — "  I  declare  I  had  quite  forgotten 
that  my  father  sent  me  to  request  that  you 
would  favour  him  with  your  company. 
Come,  dearest  IMary,  let  us  descend  and 
introduce  the  stranger  to  his  lordship." 

Notwithstanding  tlie  efforts  of  Mary  to 
appear  unembarrassed,  as  she  mentioned 
the  name  of  her  brother,  her  confusion, 
and  the  deep  colour  on  her  cheek,  joined 
to  tlie  manly  and  elegant  person  of  young 
Fitzroy,  excited  in  the  mind  of  lord 
D'Eresby  an  instantaneous  fear  that  he 
was  only  a  nominal  cousin ;  probably  the 
father  of  little  Donald,  returned  to  claim 
the  woman,  whom  circumstances  perhaps 
had  obliged  him  to  abandon.  He  never- 
theless came  forward  with  an  air  of  grace- 
ful hospitality,  and  giving  his  hand  to 
George,  expressed  himself  highly  gratified 
at  this  opportunity  of  testifying  his  regard 
to  a  relation  of  Miss  Seymour,  for  v/hom 
not  only  himself,  but  his  Vvdiole  family,  en- 
tertained the  warmest  affection. 

At  the  name  of  Fitzroy  tlie  heart  of  sir 
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William  beat  with  additional  quickness — 
he  must  be  the  brother  of  Mary  Fitzroy, 
of  his  little  friend,  whose  angel  form  still 
hovered  over  his  mind,  still  lived  in  his 
soul.  Mary  Seymour  was  her  cousin — 
the  resemblance  between  the  two  Marys 
was  now  accounted  for ;  perhaps  he  should 
be  able  to  gain  the  long  wished-for  intel- 
ligence respecting  the  fate  of  his  first  love. 

It  was,  however,  rather  singular  that 
Miss  Seymour  should  never  have  men- 
tioned this  cousin  before;  and  equally 
strange  that  their  interview  had  paled  the 
roses  of  her  cheek,  and  dimmed  the  lustre 
of  her  dark  blue  eyes,  while  the  carnation 
glowed  more  deeply  on  the  face  of  Vio- 
lante,  and  the  fire  of  her  black  eyes  w^as 
ahiicst  too  dazzling  to  behold. 

Alive  only  to  the  blissful  presence  of 
her  lover.  Miss  D'Eresby  frequently  for- 
got that  it  was  sii'pposed  that  their  ac- 
quaintance had  only  commenced  that  even- 
ing. Mary  became  alarmed  lest  she  should 
betray  herself,  but  her  father  and  sir  Wil- 
liam were  too  much  engaged  in  conversa- 
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tion  with  George,  to  observe  the  thought- 
less vivacity  of  Violante. 

The  manners  of  young  Fitzroy  were  too 
prepossessing  not  to  gain  the  esteem  both 
of  lord  D'Eresby  and  sir  Wilham  Beau- 
fort ;  the  former  gave  him  a  general  invi- 
tation to  his  house,  and  urged  him  to  re- 
side there  entirely  w  hile  he  was  ashore ; 
but  George  politely  declined  the  offer,  as 
business  of  importance,  he  ssiid,  would 
call  him  in  the  course  of  a  few  davs  to 
London. 

Mary  turned  faint,  as  the  probable  cause 
of  his  journey  crossed  her  mind.  She  bent 
over  the  harp  which  she  had  just  taken, 
and  her  thoughts  wandered  to  scenes  of 
past  happiness.  The  voice  of  lord  D'Eres- 
by, who  now  approached,  recalled  them, 
while  the  tenderness  of  her  brothers  eyes, 
which  rested  on  herself,  gave  birth  to  tlie 
hope  that  she  might  have  the  povv^er  still 
to  soften  his  resentment ;  and  she  struck 
the  chords,  inspired  by  the  desire  of  grati- 
fying his  fraternal  vanity,  and  lullin.g  each 
ungentle  feehiig  to  repose.     Never  lidd 
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IMaiy  displayed  her  skill  to  svicli  advan- 
tage as  tlie  present  moment. 

Lord  D'Eresby  hung  over  her  encliant- 
ed ;  sir  William  felt  equally  the  magic  of 
her  touch  and  voice,  yet  his  thoughts  were 
far  different  to  those  of  his  noble  host. 
He  watched  w^ith  anxiety  and  suspicion 
the  countenance  of  young  Fitzroy,  lie  saw 
it  beaming  with  rapture  as  his  eyes  dwelt 
on  the  luxurious  form  of  Violante ;  then 
soften  into  melancholy  tenderness  as  lie 
gazed  on  that  of  Mary.  ^lore  and  more 
perplexed,  sir  William  remajned  lost  in 
tliought  during  the  performance  of  Miss 
D'Eresby.  jNIuch  as  she  had  improved 
under  the  tuition  of  Mary,  yet  George 
could  not  help  feeling  the  superiority  of 
his  sister  over  his  beloved. 

He  rose  to  depart,  unconscious  of  the 
various  suspicions  to  which  his  presence 
Imd  given  birth ;  neither  did  he  observe 
the  instantaneous  change  in  the  features 
of  lord  D'Eresby,  on  his  promising  to  call 
€arly  the  next  morning,  that  he  might  ac- 
company Mary  on  a  visit  to  JMrs.  ]]yron. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


"  You  see,"  said  Mrs.  Byron,  holding  out 
her  hand  to  young  Fitzroy,  "  that  I  have 
kept  my  word  sacred,  not  to  separate 
from  Mary.  Are  you  not  pleased,  my 
dear  sir,  to  see  her  so  advantageously  si- 
tuated as  the  friend  of  your  Violante  ?" 

"  My  gratitude  to  you,  dearest  Mrs. 
Byron,  is  unbounded,"  replied  George; 
"  I  shall  ever  esteem  you  as  the  guardian 
angel  of  my  injured  JMary,  but  my  pride 
is  wounded  at  the  concealment  of  her 
name.  Why  should  slie  feel  ashamed  to 
pass  by  lier  ovm  ?  is  she  to  blame  that  the 
villanyof  Monteith  has  robbed  her  o^  that 
which  she  conceived  to  be  her  right,  and 
which  none  but  a  man  destitute  of  the 
common  principles  of  honour  would  ever 
have  mocked  her  with?" 
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"  Motives  of  delicacy,  my  dear  young 
friend,  induced  your  sister  to  shun  as  much 
as  possible  the  voice  of  censure,  and  the 
gaze  of  observation.  As  Miss  Seymour, 
she  has  done  both." 

"  My  God !"  exclaimed  George,  **  who 
could  ever  have  supposed  that  there  exist- 
ed a  heart  so  base  as  that  of  Monteith's  ?  I 
should  have  thought  that  the  orphan  state 
of  Mary,  her  unprotected  beauty,  her  ready 
confidence  in  his  integrity,  was  alone  suffi- 
cient to  have  saved  her  from  becoming  the 
victim  of  his  passions :  but  he  shall  find 
that  she  is  not  so  destitute  of  friends,  but 
that  her  brother's  arm  shall  avenge  her 
wroBgs." 

"  Leave  them  to  Heaven,"  replied  ^Irs. 
Byron,  with  solemnity,  "  nor  seek  to  in- 
flict fresh  misery  on  my  beloved  child. 
Already  has  she  been  on  the  verge  of  the 
grave,  while  the  sufferings  of  Monteith 
reduced  him  to  the  same  state.  Even 
now  ha  wanders  about,  the  ghost  of  what 
he  was :  the  cruelty  of  his  parent,  the  ri- 
gid laws  of  liis  country,  have  deprived  him 
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of  all  that  made  his  existence  valuable : 
they  have  torn  him  from  the  woman  he 
adores ;  they  have  robbed  his  son  of  his 
inheritance ;  they  have  murdered  for  ever 
the  repose  of  his  miserable  father.  Oh, 
my  dear  young  friend  !  do  not  you  add 
to  the  horror  of  the  scene,  by  shedding  the 
blood  of  one  vv^ho,  though  guilty  of  one 
fault,  is  sufficiently  punished  by  the  eter- 
nal reproaches  of  his  ovv^n  conscience." 

**  Best  of  women !"  cried  George, 
"  warmly  as  you  advocate  the  cause  of 
tlie  betrayer,  yet  my  own  hear4;  disavows 
the  pleadings  of  yours.  I  see  my  sister, 
mice  the  pride  and  glory  of  my  soul,  pos- 
sessed of  every  requisite  to  render  \im  an 
ornament  to  her  family,  now  abandoned 
and  dishonoured,  asliamed  to  own  her 
name,  and  trembling  lest  chance  should 
discover  who  she  is,  and  what  she  was. 
Oh,  my  full  heart !  can  T,  her  brother,  her 
only  natural  protector,  sit  tamely  a  specta- 
tor of  her  injuries,  and  not  call  to  aecount 
the  man  who  has  thus  blasted  her  fair  pros- 
pects, ruined  her  spotless  fame,  andbhght- 
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^d  the  laurels  with  which  victory  had 
crowned  my  name  ?" 

Little  Donald  had  heen  asleep  during 
this  conversation;  he  now  awoke,  and 
Mary,  who  had  been  watching  his  slum- 
bers, pressed  him  fondly  to  her  bosom. 
George  was  standing  at  the  window,  as 
she  entered  with  the  lovely  boy  in  her 
anns.  He  turned  hastily  round  at  thiC 
voice  of  his  nephew—"  Whose  child  is 
this  ?"  said  he,  advancing  angrily  tovrards 
liis  sister. 

"  It  is  mine,  dearest  brother,"  she  re- 
plied, in  trembling  apprehension  ;  "  look 
in  his  angel  face,  my  George ;  see,  he 
smiles  and  holds  out  his  little  hands :  will 
you  not  take  him  ?  can  you  refuse  his  in- 
nocent  pleadings  ?" 

George  caught  the  child  from  tlie  arms 
of  his  sister ;  tears  filled  his  eyes  as  he  bent 
over  the  boy.  Ashamed  of  his  weakness, 
he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  reproach — 
"  Mary,  you  have  done  wrong  !  -svho  ad- 
vised you  to  keep  this  infant  ?  why  is  he 
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not  witli  his  father  ?  has  he  the  brutality 
to  abandon  his  own  offspring,  to  throw 
him  upon  the  bounty  of  his  helpless  mo- 
ther, and  thus  add  insult  to  injury  ?  speak, 
Mary,  by  whose  advice  have  you  retained 
thesoncfMonteith?'' 

**  How  could  I  part  with  him  ?"  replied 
Mary,  sobbing  violently;  "  were  you  a 
parent,  George,  you  would  not  demand 
such  a  sacrifice  of  a  mother." 

"  And  yet  his  father  has  deserted  him, 
Mary,"  said  her  brother,  looking  with  a 
■softened  expre!^;sion  of  features  in  the  face 
of  the  beautiful  boy. 

"  I  requested  peniiission  to  retain  him. 
Monteith  sacrificed  his  own  wishes  to 
mine :  could  he  give  me  a  dearer  proof  of 
his  love,  his  confidence  ?" 

"  Would  to  God  that  he  had  consulted 
your  honour,  Mary !  then  had  he  not  sa- 
crificed his  own  at  the  base  shrine  of  sel- 
fish passion ;  and  this  sweet  child  would 
never  have  been  born  to  curse  the  trea- 
<;hery  of  his  father,  and  to  lament  the  weak- 
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ness  of  his  mother.  Take  him,  Mary;  the 
sight  of  him  unmans  me ;  I  will  see  you 
in  the  evening." 

George  now  gave  the  infant  Donald  to 
his  weeping  parent,  and  hastened  out  of 
the  house,  angry  at  having  betrayed  emo- 
tions whicli  lie  thought  inconsistent  with 
his  wounded  pride.  When  alone  he 
quickly  recovered  his  fortitude,  and  with 
it  his  determination  to  seek  immediately 
the  author  of  his  sister's  misery  and  dis- 
honour. Not  even  tlio  magic  glances  of 
Violante  had  power  to  shakie  the  purpose 
of  his  soul. 

Half  offended  at  his  not  yielding  to  her 
wishes,  the  mortified  beauty  bit  her  lips 
in  silent  vexation.  Would  Edgar  Mor- 
daunt  have  refused  to  gratify  a  desire  of 
hers  ?  would  he  have  shewn  such  haste  to 
quit  lier  after  so  long  an  absence  ?  Oh,  no! 
his  heart  beat  only  for  her ;  his  time,  nay 5 
his  life  was  devoted  to  her  service.  How 
unfortunate  that  the  man  whom  she  had 
preferred  to  him  shoidd  be  less  her  slave  ! 
She  made  Mary  the  confidant  of  her  dis- 


•?2  DONALD    MONTEITH". 

appointment,  who  expressed  an  equal  so- 
licitude for  the  delay  of  liis  journey  ;  but 
neither  the  persuasion  of  Violante,  nor  tlie 
silent,  yet  eloquent  looks  of  Mary,  had 
power  to  alter  the  resolution  of  young 
Fitzroy :  he  allowed  liimself  only  three 
days  to  remain  at  Plymouth. 

On  the  morning  of  the  fourth,  George 
called  at  D'Eresby  House :  after  paying 
his  respects  to  the  family  in  the  drawing- 
room,  lie  went  to  the  apartments  of  his  sis- 
ter, who,  on  his  approach,  hastily  conceal- 
ed in  her  writing-desk  a  letter  which  she 
liad  just  received,  while  one  from  Delia 
lay  open  on  the  table — "  Are  you  still 
bent  on  leaving  us,  my  dear  George  ?"' 
said  she,  trying  to  force  a  smile ;  "  how 
will  you  excuse  yourself  to  \^iolante,  who 
feels  offended  by  your  want  of -attention 
to  her  vv  ishes  ?  she  expects  from  her  lover 
a  ready  obedience  to  all  lier  desires — nay, 
that  he  should  sacrifice  all  personal  consi- 
derations, if  she  required  it." 

"  Indeed !  and  are  such  the  conditions 
by  which  I  am  to  retain  the  heart  of  Vio- 
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lante  ?  enslaved  by  her  beauty,  I  am  will- 
ing to  pay  a  just  homage  to  her  charms ; 
but  though  I  love  her  passionately,  and 
would  sacrifice  my  life  in  her  service,  yet 
I  cannot  devote  to  her  the  whole  of  my 
time :  my  first  passion  was  quenched  by 
the  voice  of  honour ;  I  burn  with  equal 
ardour  for  the  beautiful  niece  of  donna 
Isabella ;  but  even  Violante's  tender  claims 
must  yield  to  those  of  honour.  If,  by  my 
departure,  I  was  sure  to  forfeit  all  right  to 
her  hand,  yet,  firm  in  the  cause  of  injured 
virtue,  even  ^^iolante's  self  I  would  re- 
sign, sooner  than  give  up  the  hope  of  re- 
dressing your  wrongs." 

"  Is  it  love  for  me,  my  brother,  or  your 
own  wounded  pride,  that  prompts  you  to 

increase,  not  redress  my  injuries  ?" 

"  Is  it  fear  for  a  brother's  life,  or  for 

that  of  your  betrayer,  JMary,  that  thus 

urges  you  to  forget  your  own  disgrace  ?" 
He  laid  his  hand  on  the  table ;  his  eyes 

glanced  on  the  letter  of  Delia ;  he  took  it 

up,  then  replaced  it. 

VOL.  v.  E 
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•*  Read  it,  if  you  please,"  said  Mary ; 
*^  it  comes  from  one  who  knows  my  sad 
story,  and  whose  generous  bosom  sympa- 
thizes in  my  distress,  and  loves  me  the 
more  for  mj  misfortunes.  Read  it,  George ; 
my  dear  Delia  is  at  present  in  great  afflic- 
tion. Lady  Sarah  is  given  over  by  her 
physicians,  and  continues  to  press  my 
friend  to  bestow  her  hand  on  lord  Bodmyn 
before  she  dies." 

The  cheek  of  George  was  paler  than  be- 
fore ;  his  hand  trembled,  as  he  hastily  read 
over  the  afTectionate  but  melancholy  letter 
of  his  couvsin-— "  Generous,  noble  girl!"  he 
exclaimed,  "  you  have  not  deceived  the 
expectation  I  had  formed  of  your  charac- 
ter. Mary,  she  is  worthy  of  your  friend- 
ship." 

"*  A  ml  of  yours,  my  dear  George." 
"  Certainly  ;  Delia  alw^ays  possessed  it ; 
'hit  now  that  she  is  known  to  mj  sister, 
now  that  she  is  more  than  half-inclined  to 
mpjTy  lord  Eodmyn,  to  secure  to  you  a 
lioine,  she  has  found  the  w^ay  to  conquer  a 
part  of  my  hereditary  pride.     I  must  see 
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and  tliank  her,  for  her  kindness  to  one  so 
dear  to  me." 

"  Lady  Sarah  has  more  than  once,  since 
Iicr  ilhiess,  expressed  a  vrish  to  see  you. 
Will  you  not  forget  her  past  hehaviour, 
my  dear  George,  and  call  on  her  ladyship  ? 
how  delighted  Delia  will  be  to  see  once 
again  tlie  friend  of  her  childhood  !" 

"  It  is  to  her  my  visit  will  he  paid,". re- 
plied young  Jltzroy ;  "  I  should  not  feel 
satisfied  with  myself  if  I  did  not  acknow- 
ledge personally  my  gratitude  to  Delia, 
for  the  affection  she  has  shewn  you  in  the 
hour  of  humiliation  and  disgrace.  V^rite, 
Mary,  and  I  will  myself  be  the  bearer  of 
your  letter." 

"  Oh,  my  beloved  brotlier !  after  this 
tender  proof  of  your  regard,  suffer  me  to 
plead  for  one  whose  tenderness  for  me  Vv'as 
the  sole  cause  of  his  swerving  fi'om  the 
path  of  honour.  Had  he  loved  me  less 
passionately,  his  reas^on  would  not  have 
been  blinded  by  the  enthusiasm  of  his 
feelings ;  had  I  been  less  adored,  he  would 
E  2 
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not  have  hazarded  the  imputation  of  sel- 
fishness." 

**  Mary,  Mary,  this  fondness  for  your 
undoer  stabs  me  to  the  soul,  and  almost 
makes  me  doubt  whether  Monteith  is  not 
become  more  dear  to  you  since  his  deser- 
tion. Is  he  not  at  this  moment  living 
publicly  as  the  husband  of  the  woman  he 
abandoned,  and  whose  claim  he  at  first  de- 
nied ?  has  he  not  burthened  you  with  the 
care  of  his  son  ?  has  he  not  robbed  you  of 
the  power  of  openly  acknowledging  your 
child,  lest  the  world  should  point  at  you 
as  the  cast-off  mistress  of  the  handsome 
Monteith,  the  poor  girl  Vv^hose  vanity  was 
probably  the  cause  of  her  own  ruin  ?  Jias 
he  not  done  this,  and  yet  you  love  him 
still?" 

Mary  burst  into  tears ;  the  reproachful 
words  of  her  brother  wounded  her  most 
deeply,  and  she  covered  with  her  handker- 
chief the  burning  blush  of  shame  which 
suffused  her  cheek. 

George  could  not  behold  h-er  tears  un- 
moved ;  he  bent  over  her  and  kissed  her 
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forehead — *'  Forgive  me,  Mary ;  I  see  I 
have  severely  distressed  you :  but  you 
know  my  affection  for  you — you  know 
my  proud  hopes,  my  fond  expectations — 
you  justified  them  all ;  yet  how  have  they 
been  disappointed !  Forgive  me,  Mary, 
dearest  Mary,  forgive  me  !" 

He  flung  his  arms  round  the  neck  of 
his  sister,  and  pressed  his  cheek  to  hers. 

Violante  entered;  she  started,  turned 
pale,  and  sunk  upon  a  couch  near  the 
door — "  I  beg  pardon  for  this  intrusion," 
said  she,  half  crying  with  vexation  and 
surprise ;  "  but  I  did  not  expect  to  find 
Miss  Seymour  so  particularly  engaged," 

"  Dear  Violante,"  replied  Mary,  rising 
and  going  towards  her,  "  do  not  be  offend- 
ed with  my  cousin ;  I  will  explain  every 
thing  to  your  satisfaction." 

"  It  is  quite  unnecessary,  Miss  Sey- 
mour. Mr.  Fitzroy  is  at  liberty  to  act  as 
he  thinks  proper :  after  what  I  have  just 
witnessed,  he  is  certainly  not  accountable 
to  me  for  his  conduct.  There  are  those  in 
the  world  who  would  not  have  ventured 
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either  to  slight  my  weak  partiality,  or  to 
mock  me  with  idle  protestation?,  while  in 
reality  their  heart  belonged  to  another.  I 
am  only  pained  that  you,  IMary,  have  de- 
ceived me." 

"  I  have  not  deceived  you,  dearest  Vio- 
lante,  and  am  ready  to  do  away  from  your 
mind  every  ungenerous  suspicion  to  which 
the  tender  situation  in  which  you  found 
us  has  given  birth." 

"  Hold,  Mary !"  cried  her  brother ; 
"  Miss  D'Eresby  has  condemned  me  un- 
heard ;  she  has  threatened  me  with  a  ri- 
val; she  has  restored  to  me  the  liberty  of 
acting  as  I  please ;  your  confidence  is 
therefore  unnecessary." 

Violante  expected  not  this  shew  of  in- 
difference;  her  pride  was  hurt  by  the  cool- 
ness of  her  lover,  and  she  resolved  at  least 
to  mortify  liim  as  much  as  possible.  The 
languishing  tenderness  of  her  eyes  gave 
place  to  the  fire  of  indignation.  She  rose 
from  her  seat,  and  curtseying  with  an  air 
of  dignity,  said — "  Isly  condemnation,  ]Mr. 
Fitzroy,  has  come  most  opportunely  to  Iji- 
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berate  you  from  your  vows:  may  you 
profit  at  least  by  my  folly,  and  when  you 
seek  to  amuse  away  an  idle  hour,  I  advise 
you  to  do  it  with  more  circumspection,  as 
every  v/oman  may  not  be  as  willing  to  re- 
sign you  as  I  am !" 

Saying  this,  slie  hastily  withdrew. 

Mary  immediately  motioned  to  follow 
her — "  I  cannot  bear  that  slie  should  sus- 
pect me  of  deception.  Dear  George,  let 
me  go  to  her,  she  is  only  in  the  next  room. 
I  shall  be  miserable  if  you  leave  this  house 
without  being  reconciled." 

George  appeared  much  disconcerted ; 
he  however  allowed  liis  sister  to  seek 
the  angry  beaut),  while  he  vralked  up  i^nd 
down  the  chamber,  vexed  at  what  had  hap- 
pened, and  offended  at  the  conduct  of  3Iiss 
D'Eresby. 

IMary  found  her  dissolved  in  tears ;  she 
thi-ew  iier  arms  round  her  graceful  foYxn, 
and  kissing  tenderly  her  cheek,  besought 
lier  to  listen  to  the  voice  of  one  who  loved 
her  too  sincerely  to  give  her  a  moment's 
pain — "  As  a  proof  of  it,  dear  Yiolante,  I 
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am  willing  to  confide  to  you  a  secret  of 
importance;  only  promise  that  you  will 
never  betray  it,  unless  first  authorized  by 
me ;  it  is  a  secret  ¥/hich  will  at  once  con- 
Yince  you  of  the  innocence  of  my  affection 
for  George,  and  prove  to  you  that  you 
have  done  wrong  in  speaking  with  the 
warmth  you  did  to  him  just  now." 

Violante,  who  really  loved  Mary  most 
tenderly,  raised  her  tearful  eyes  to  the  face 
of  her  friend,  and  promised  whatever 
might  be  her  communication  to  hold  it 
sacred. 

"  Another  time,"  said  Mary,  "  I  will 
inform  you  of  what  gave  rise  to  the  tears 
you  saw  me  shed — tears  of  agony,  occa- 
sioned by  the  conversation  of  my  noble- 
spirited  brother." 

"  Brother!"  exclaimed  Violante,  in  a 
totie  of  amazement ;  "  is  George  Fitzroy 
indeed  your  brother?  oh,  let  me  hasten  to 
ask  his  forgiveness — let  me  assure  him  of 
mine !" 

She  caught  the  hand  of  INIary,  and 
eager  to  confess  her  error,  hurried  to  the 
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presence  of  young  Fitzroy,  who  no  sooner 
beheld  the  beseeching  looks  of  Violante, 
than  taking  her  in  his  arms,  he  sealed  on 
her  beautiful  lips  the  kiss  of  oblivion  for 
the  past,  promising  at  the  same  time  to 
delay  his  journey  until  the  next  day. 

The  glow  of  pleasure  again  illumined 
the  countenance  of  Miss  D'Eresby,  while 
that  of  JVIary  remained  pensive  and  de- 
jected. She  saw  her  brother  rise  to  take 
leave,  and  followed  him  into  the  anti- 
chamber — '•  When  may  I  expect  your  re- 
turn ?"  said  she,  in  a  trembling  voice. 

**  Perhaps  in  ten  days,"  he  replied, 
aiming  at  a  gaiety  of  heart  which  he  did 
not  feel ;  **  my  penetration  has  this  even- 
ing discovered  a  secret,  Mary,  of  some 
importance  to  your  happiness ;  but  I  will 
defer  mentioning  what  it  is  until  we  meet 
again." 

Mary  sighed  bitterly — "  When  we  meet 

again,  my  dear  George,  may  no  uneasy 

reflection  obtrude  to  damp  the  pleasure  of 

our  interview!  and  should  you  discover 

E  S 
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the  abode  of  one  equally  unfortunate, 
equally  wretched  as  myself,  let  the  natu- 
ral tenderness  of  your  heart  soften  the  as- 
perity of  your  resentircnt,  and  the  re- 
membrance of  an  innocent  infant  plead  to 
you  for  the  life  of  his  father." 

Without  waiting  for  his  reply,  she  has- 
tened to  her  own  apartments,  where  she 
was  soon  joined  by  Violanite,  whose  curio- 
sity was  greatly  excited  to  learn  the  cause 
of  Mary's  mysterious  concealment. 

Notwithstanding^  the  li-^iit  and  volatile 

C5  O 

nature  of  Miss  D'Eresby,  she  possessed 
great  quickness  of  feeling,  and  a  tender- 
ness of  heart,  that  made  her  more  constant 
in  friendsliip  than  in  love.  She  hstened 
with  breathless  attention  to  the  narration 
of  Mary,  clasped  her  affectionately  to  her 
bosom,  and  sobbed  aloud  at  the  recital  of 
woes  which  had  blighted  the  peace  of 
mind  of  one  so  dear  to  her — "  Never,  ]\Ia- 
ry,"  said  she,  embracing  her  tenderly, 
**  shall  you  complain  of  my  being  unwor- 
thy this  proof  of  your  affection :  I  know, 
and  I  regret  that  my  disposition  is  unset- 
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tied  and  wavering ;  yet  you  at  least  shall 
find  rae  constant;  we  will  not  separate 
from  each  otlier.  But,  my  dearest  Miry, 
you  do  not  surtly  mean,  with  yor.r  per- 
sonal attractions,  to  reiuain  itiwi.ys  single? 
I  am  sure  that  I  should  have  married  Umg 
before  this,  had  I  been  you." 

"  Perliaps  you  would,"  said  Mary,  smi- 
hng  through  her  tears;  "but  my  heart, 
Violante,  like  the  needle,  remains  true  to 
one  object." 

Violante  could  not  comprehend  this: 
sort  of  constancy ;  she  thouglit  that  wo- 
men were  made  to  be  adored,  and  that  life 
was  not  worth  having,  unless  it  v»^as  de- 
voted to  love. 

The  anxiety  which  preyed  on  the  mind 
of  i\Iary,  lest  her  brother  should  fuliil  his 
promised  vengeance,  was  too  acute  to  be 
wholly  concealed  from  the  observation  of 
sir  William  and  lord  D'Eresby.  Both 
watched  her  with  sohcitude,  yet  from  dif- 
ferent feelings.  Sir  William  was  pained 
to  see  that  the  delicacy  of  her  situation* 
\vith  respect  to  her  having  the  charge  of 
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young  Donald,  had  brought  on  her  the 
notice  of  the  malevolent.  Hints  had  even 
been  thrown  out  before  him,  injurious  to 
the  purity  of  Mary's  moral  character;  and 
sir  William's  refined  ideas  would  not  per- 
mit him  to  think  of  making  any  woman 
his  wife  whose  name  had  ever  been  tar- 
nished by  the  breath  of  scandal.  Still  he 
continued  to  observe  the  same  steady  hne 
of  conduct  towards  her  as  before,  which 
increased  the  confidence  of  Mary,  and  ena- 
bled her  to  treat  him  with  the  innocent 
familiarity  of  a  sister. 

Lord  D'Eresby,  impressed  by  the 
thought  that  Donald  was  her  son,  and 
that  nothing  but  seduction  could  have  in- 
duced his  mother  to  disown  him,  only 
waited  for  a  favourable  opportunity  to  in- 
quire into  the  nature  of  her  attachment 
for  her  cousin,  and  to  avow  that  passion 
which  was  visible  to  all  but  herself,  and  to 
which  George  had  alluded  on  taking  leave 
of  her. 

Sir  William's  watchful  eyes   had  long 
discovered  the  tenderness  which  beamed 
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in  those  of  his  lordship,  whenever  he  ap- 
proached the  pensive  orphan.  He  saw 
and  trembled  for  what  might  be  her  fate, 
should  his  lordship  exert  to  her  injury 
those  powers  of  dangerous  eloquence  with 
which  nature  had  gifted  him.  A  circvmi- 
stance  soon  occurred  which  gave  a  new 
turn  to  the  thoughts  of  sir  William. 

The  letter  which  Mary  had  hid  from 
George,  on  the  morning  of  his  departure, 
was  from  Mrs.  Monteith ;  it  was  written 
under  great  bodily  pain,  occasioned  by  a 
severe  illness,  brought  on  since  she  had 
broken  the  blood-vessel ;  but  the  affliction 
of  her  mind  seemed  to  preponderate. 
Monteith  was  in  daily  expectation  of  being 
ordered  with  his  regiment  to  Plymouth, 
for  embarkation,  and  her  health  rendered 
her  unable  to  accompany  him,  as  she  had 
wished.  This  intelligence  deeply  affected 
Mary,  who,  with  singular  generosity, 
nightly  offered  up  her  prayers  for  the  re- 
covery of  Agnes. 

George  had  now  been  absent  ten  days. 
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and  friary  was  sitting  Vvith  Violante  in  her 
own  cliamber,  when  Sophy  can^e  by  ap- 
pointment to  bring  little  Donald,  to  spend 
the  day  with  his  mother,  who  was  really 
indisposed,  from  the  constant  anxiety  of 
mind  which  she  had  underiTone  for  the 
last  fortnight.  By  the  persuasion  of  Vio- 
lante, Mary  consented  to  let  the  child  re- 
main all  night,  and  Sophy  was  dismissed, 
with  a  message  from  each  to  Mrs.  Byron*. 
She  had  scarce  got  to  the  end  of  the  gal- 
lery, when  she  returned  to  tell  JNIiss  Sey- 
mour that  the  beach  was  full  of  soldiers> 
who  had  arrived  that  morning  to  be  em- 
barked on  board  the  transports — "  They 
are  all  Scotchmen,"  said  Sophy,  "  and 
some  of  the  handsomest  men  I  ever  be- 
held.." 

She  then  ran  away,  eager  to  see  as  much 
of  them  as  she  could. 

Violante  caught  the  child  from  the  arms 
of  her  friend,  who  with  difficulty  kept  her- 
self from  fainting — "  Dearest  Mary  !"  said 
Miss  D'Eresby,  supporting  her  with  the 
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vacant  arm,  '"  try  to  recover  yom-self ;  I 
will  go  down  to  my  father,  and  learn  what 
regiment  it  is." 

IMary  motioned  that  she  might  leave 
her ;  and  Violante,  placing  tlie  laughing 
boy  on  the  l"tp  of  his  trembling  mother, 
hastened  to  her  father  to  learn  the  neces- 
sary information. 

Lord  D'Eresby  had  just  mounted  his 
horse,  when  the  light  and  elegant  form  of 
Violante,  in  the  marble-hall,  made  him 
pause.  He  was  going  to  invite  to  dinner 
all  of  the  officers  who  remained  on  shore. 

"  But  what  regiment  is  it,  my  dear  fa- 
ther?" 

"  The  — — ,  one  of  the  finest  Highland 
corps  in  the  kingdom." 

Violante  flew  back  to  her  friend  with 
the  confirmation  of  all  her  fears — "  Dear 
Mary !  your  agitation  authorizes  me  to 
believe  that  the  person  you  mentioned  to 

me   belongs   to   the .      Good  God! 

how  singular,  if  lie  should  be  among  those 
whom  my  father  will  invite  to  dinner  !" 

"  Singular  indeed!   but  thougli  your 
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suspicions  are  true,  my  Violante,  my  agi- 
tation is  increased  by  the  dread  I  have  of 
George's  arrival.  The  high  spirit  of  my 
brother  cannot  brook  what  he  conceives 
an  insult  offered  to  his  family  ;  if  they 
should  meet,  how  dreadful  would  be  the 
event!" 

On  lord  I>'Eresby's  return,  he  came  to 
acquahit  his  daughter  that  he  had  engaged 
six  of  the  officers  to  dinner — "  Among 
them,"  said  he,  "  is  captain  Monteith, 
esteemed  '  the  handsomest  man  of  the 
age.'  As  I  wish  to  pay  every  tribute  of 
respect  to  these  brave  men  on  their  leav- 
ing England,  perhaps  for  ever,  tell  your 
aunt,  Violante,  that  I  request  that  she  will 
favour  me  by  doing  the  honours  of  the 
table,  while  you  and  Miss  Seymour  can 
enchant  their  senses  v/ith  some  of  their 
own  native  melodies." 

Mary,  shuddering,  entreated  his  lord- 
ship to  excuse  her.  Indeed  the  deathlike 
paleness  of  her  features  too  well  gave  cre- 
dit to  the  assertion  of  indisposition ;  and 
lord  D'Eresby,  alarmed  by  her  appearance. 
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pressed  her  hand  in  anxious  fondness,  be- 
seeching her  to  let  him  send  for  his  phy- 
sician— "  Lovely  Mary !"  said  he,  in  a 
voice  of  real  tenderness,  *^  I  shall  be  miser- 
able all  day  unless  you  consent  to  have 
advice.  Shall  Violante  remain  with  you? 
perhaps  even  the  prattle  of  this  sweet  boy 
disturbs  you." 

"  Oh  no !  he  serves  to  amuse  me,"  re- 
plied Mary :  *'  I  thank  your  lordship  for 
your  kindness,  but  I  shall  be  better  as 
soon  as  this  nervous  headache  quits  me. 
Pray  do  not  let  my  absence  rob  you  of 
the  company  of  Miss  D'Eresby." 

His  lordship  kissed  her  hand  affection- 
ately, expressing  his  vexation  at  the  pro- 
voking cause  which  prevented  her  from 
gracing  his  table  by  her  presence;  then 
reluctantly  left  her  to  the  care  of  his 
daughter. 

Mary  passed  the  morning  in  feverish  in- 
quietude; every  sound  made  her  start, 
lest  it  should  be  the  arrival  of  her  brother. 
She  looked  at  her  watch  every  moment,  as 
the  hour  of  dinner  drew  nigh — that  hour 
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v/hich  would  conduct  once  more  to  the 
same  abode  with  herself  Monteith,  the  be- 
loved of  her  soul,  the  father  of  her  child. 
She  saw  the  beautiful  daughter  of  lord 
D'Eresby  dressed  for  the  occasion  in  the 
most  splendid  habiliments,  in  order  to  gra- 
tify the  taste  of  her  father  ;  she  received 
her  friendly  embrace  as  the  dinner-bell 
summoned  her  to  the  dining-room,  where 
every  delicacy  of  art  and  nature  was  pro- 
vided for  the  warriors,  and  served  up  to 
them  on  the  magnificent  service  of  plate 
belonging  to  his  lordship. 

Violante  would  behold  the  form  of  him 
she  idolized — Violante  would  inhale  the 
perfume  of  his  breath — would  gaze  at  li- 
bert}^  on  the  manly  and  handsome  person 
of  Monteith;  while  she,  whom  perhaps 
he  still  loved,  was  weeping  over  his  son  in 
all  the  agonies  of  fear  and  suspense. 
Pressing  her  little  boy  closely  to  her  beat- 
ing bosom,  Mary  paced  up  and  down  the 
galleiy,  pausing  every  instant,  as  if  in 
hopes  to  catch  the  sound  of  Monteith's 
voice,    or  listening  with  dread  lest  the 
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footsteps  of  her  brother  should  reach  her 
ear. 

When  lady  Estifania  and  Violante  re- 
tired from  table,  they  came  to  inquire 
after  the  health  of  Mary — "  I  am  terribly 
disappointed,  my  dear  Miss  Seymour,"  said 
her  ladyship,  "  at  your  unlucky  indisposi- 
tion, which  not  only  robbed  us  of  the  plea- 
sure of  your  society,  but  has  deprived  you 
of  seeing  one  of  the  handsomest  men  I 
ever  beheld.  I  wish  it  were  possible  that 
you  could  somehow  contrive  to  see  him." 

"  I  know  how  this  is  to  be  effected^'- 
cried  Violante,  delighted  ;  "  if  Mary  will 
come  with  me,  I'll  engage  to  give  her  a 
full  view  of  our  guests ;  one  peep  through 
the  glass  door  of  the  antichamber  will 
give  her  a  sight  of  the  whole  company." 

The  heart  of  Mary  beat  with  increasing 
violence ;  she  hesitated.  Was  it  not  cri- 
minal to  go  intentionally  to  look  on  the 
husband  of  Agnes  ?  yet  v/as  he  not  the  fa- 
ther of  her  boy  ? 

Lady  Estifania  seconded  the  proposal  of 
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her  niece,  and  promised  to  wait  with  the 
child  until  they  returned — "  Be  steady, 
Violante,"  said  her  ladyship ;  "  I  would 
not  have  you  discovered  for  the  universe  ; 
the  world  would  judge  very  severely  of 
me,  were  it  known  that  I  sent  two  such 
young  women  upon  a  gazing  exipedition.'' 

Violante  supported  the  trembling  form 
of  her  friend  into  the  antiehamber  lead- 
ing to  the  dining-parlour.  The  voices  of 
the  officers  were  heard  as  they  approached 
the  glass  door;  a  silk  curtain  concealed 
the  interior  of  the  dining-room  from  their 
view.  The  trembling  of  Mary  increased 
as  the  mellow  tones  of  Monteith's  silvery 
voice  stole  upon  her  ear ;  they  vibrated  to 
her  soul,  and  she  stopped  the  hand  of  A^io- 
lante  for  a  moment  from  undrawing  the 
curtain.  Recovering,  she  dropped  the 
hand  of  her  friend,  who,  pulling  a  small 
portion  of  it  aside,  discovered  the  warrior 
guests  of  her  father,  by  whose  side  was 
placed  the  noble  and  dignified  Monteith. 

"  That  officer  whose  face  is  now  to- 
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wards  us,"  whispered  Miss  D'Eresby,  "  is 
the  handsomest  man  of  the  age.  Does  he 
not  deserve  the  title  ?" 

Mary  had  no  power  to  reply  ;  every  fa- 
culty she  possessed  was  absorbed  in  the 
contemplation  of  Monteith's  beloved  coun- 
tenance. Arrayed  in  the  Highland  uni- 
form of  his  regiment,  he  brought  to  her 
l-ecollection  the  day  on  which  she  had  first 
beheld  him :  yet  his  form  was  not  so 
round,  neither  was  his  cheek  so  deeply 
tinged  with  Nature's  vivid  bloom  ;  while 
the  fire  of  his  eye,  "  which  melted  in  love, 
and  which  kindled  in  war,"  seemed  to  have 
lost  a  part  of  its  native  brilliancy. 

Mary  continued  to  gaze,  scarce  con- 
scious where  she  was,  until  the  whisper  of 
Violante,  who  inquired  if  her  friend  v/as 
among  them,  made  her  sensible  of  her  si- 
tuation, and  of  the  probable  danger  which 
even  now  might  encompass  the  father  of 
her  little  darling.  A  movement  of  one  of 
the  officers  made  them  hurry  back  to  lady 
Estifania,  who,  with  her  niece,  soon  de- 
scended to  the  drawing-room,  where  the 
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Macfarlanes  and  some  other  ladies  had 
been  invited  to  pass  the  evening. 

Mary,  left  alone  to  her  own  sad 
thoughtn,  had  leisure  to  reflect  upon  the 
sino-ular  chance  v/hich  had  enabled  her  to 
a<^ain  behold  him  v^hom  she  had  once 
fondly  deemed  the  partner  of  her  life. 
Perhaps  even  now  she  had  taken  her  last 
look  of  his  adored  features ;  the  form  so 
idolized  by  her  might  be  destined  to  fall 
on  foreign  ground,  and  the  countenance 
so  beautiful,  on  which  she  had  pressed  her 
lips  in  all  the  endearments  of  connubial 
tenderness,  mii^ht  be  violated  and  defaced 
by  the  trampling  of  horses,  and  the  fury 
cf  the  enemy.  She  clasped  her  boy  con- 
vulsively to  her  bosom,  and  sobbed  aloud, 
from  the  horror  of  the  picture  her  imagi- 
nation had  drawn. 

Sir  William,  whose  solicitude  had 
brought  him  to  inquire  how  she  was,  stood 
motionless  at  the  sight  of  her  deep  dis- 
tress. The  lovely  boy,  equally  alarmed, 
stretched  forth  his  little  arms  towards  the 
face  he  knew ;  and  Mar^^  vexed  and  dis- 
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mayed,  suffered  liim  to  go  to  sir  William, 
while  she  endeavoured  to  account  for  her 
anguish. 

**  If  you  have  a  grief,  my  dear  sister," 
cried  sir  William,  in  a  voice  of  tender 
sympathy,  "  and  the  advice  or  assistance 
of  thy  brother  can  soften  it,  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  disclose  to  me  the  cause ;  I  shall 
be  too  happy  to  prove  my  readiness  to  ex- 
ecute the  dying  wish  of  ovir  dear  Maria. 
Tell  me,  can  I  alleviate  the  sorrow  which 
I  have  just  beheld  ?" 

Mary  flung  back  the  shining  ringlets 
which  overshadov/ed  her  face,  and  turning 
on  sir  William  her  eyes,  still  humid  with 
tears,  said  hesitatingly,  "  My  heart  is 
ever  ready  to  acknowledge  your  goodness, 
sir  WiUiam ;  when  you  know  the  reason 
of  my  present  alarm,  you  will  cease  to 
wonder  at  my  tears.  Among  the  officers 
who  dine  to-day  with  lord  D'Eresby  is 
one  who  has  unfortunately  wounded  deep- 
ly the  feehngs  of  My.  Fitzroy.  In  fact,  it 
was  to  seek  him  that  George  hurried  to 
London.      Thank  God  they  cannot  yet 
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have  met !  but  as  I  expect  my  cousin  t 
return  every  hour,  I  dread  the  conse- 
quences, which  may  be  fatal  to  both, 
should  he  arrive  before  the  officer  has  em- 
barked. Perhaps,  sir  William,  you  can 
devise  some  plan  to  gain  information  (at 
the  inn  where  George  wiU  put  up)  of  his 
arrival,  and  invent  something  to  detain 
him  from  coming  here  until  they  are  gone. 
Oh,  if  you  could  do  this,  if  you  can  pre- 
vent the  fatal  effusion  of  blood,  which 
must  otherwise  ensue,  my  gratitude  to  you 
will  be  eternal." 

Sir  William  cast  a  look  of  suspicious 
inquiry,  first  on  Mary,  then  on  the  child 
— "  All  that  I  can  do  to  serve  you  shall 
be  done,"  said  he  gravely ;  "  but  how  is 
that  man  to  be  envied  who  has  power  to 
excite  in  your  bosom  so  strong  an  interest 
for  his  fate.  Lord  D'Eresby  has  prevailed 
on  the  officers  to  remain  until  morning, 
when  they  will  embark,  should  the  wdnd 
prove  favourable.  Does  your  cousin  know 
how  tenderly  your  heart  beats  for  his 
safety?  surely  if  he  did,  he  would  no( 
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rashly  endanger  an  existence   so  highly 
prized  by  yoiu'^ 

*•  He  is  well  aware  how  dearly  I  love 
him,"  said  INIary,  innocently;  ^*  neither 
would  he,  in  any  other  instance,  willingly 
give  me  pain.  But  when  his  honour  is 
wounded,  all  other  feelings  must  give  place 
to  that." 

"  Pai'don  me,"  said  sir  William,  agitated, 
"  if  I  venture  to  ask  a  question,  which,  as 
you  are  ignorant  of  its  importance,  may 
seem  at  this  moment  impertinent.  Has 
not  ]Vlr.  Fitzroy  a  sister,  who  was  under 
the  care  of  a  Mrs.  Scorpion,  since  become 
lady  Blenheim  ?'^ 

Mary,  embaiTassed,  replied  in  the  affir- 
mative. 

"  You  little  imagine,"  continued  sir 
AVilliam,  "  that  at  one  time  in  my  life  I 
was  acqvTainted  with  that  sister.  She  was 
then  only  fourteen;  my  intimacy  was 
short,  but  my  attachment  to  her  memory 
remains  to  this  moment.  I  have  endea- 
voured to  learn  her  fate,  but  in  vain :  the 
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strong  resemblance  you  bear  to  lier  liaf^* 
frequently  deluded  my  fancy;  but  the 
pensive  cast  of  your  features,  and  your  dif- 
ferent name,  dispelled  the  illusion.  Her 
countenance  was  all  life,  all  animation. 
Heaven  grant  that  it  is  still  the  same! 
perhaps  you  know  her,  and  can  give  me 
the  long  wished-for  information." 

Mary  felt  herself  placed  in  a  situation 
truly  distressing  :  the  eyes  of  sir  William 
were  fixed  inquiringly  on  her  face,  anx- 
iously awaiting  her  reply.  To  continue 
silent  was  impossible ;  yet  how  could  she 
answer  his  questions  ? — "  Pardon  me,  sir 
William,"  at  length  she  said,  '•  if  I  seem 
reluctant  to  gratify  your  request :  the  fate 
of  her  whom  you  honour  by  your  friend- 
ship has,  like  mine,  been  singularly  unfor- 
tunate. At  a  future  time  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  acquaint  you  with  her  short  his- 
tory :  yet  this  I  may  surely  say,  that  she 
has  ever  retained  a  grateful  sense  of  the 
disinterestedness  of  your  conduct,  and  to 
this  hour  remembers  you  with  esteem." 

"  And  does  she  indeed  remember  me  ?" 
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said  sir  William,  mournfully ;  "  and  has 
tliat  dear  bosom  been  a  prey  to  anguish  ? 
Oh  that  it  had  been  my  lot  to  secure  it 
from  every  ill,  that  it  had  been  my  happy 
lot  to  have  become  the  husband  of  my  lit- 
tle friend !  Once  you  authorised  me  to  call 
you  by  the  sacred  name  of  Mary.  Dearest 
Mary  Seymour !  tell  me,  I  conjure  you,  is 
the  husband  of  your  cousin  living,  or  is 
she  a  widow  ?  has  she  a  child  on  whom  I 
could  lavish  my  tenderness,  or  are  her 
griefs  of  a  nature  that  will  not  admit  of 
the  consolations  of  friendship  ?" 

"  I  dare  not  explain  the  cause  of  her 
griefs,"  replied  JVIary,  pressing  to  her  Eps 
involuntarily  the  hand  of  sir  William — 
*^  A  time  may  come  when  you  shall  know 
them ;  I  feel  also  that  I  must  not  reply  to 
your  questions.  Yet,  could  her  sorrows 
admit  of  relief,  such  friendship  as  yours 
would  sure  alleviate  them." 

'•  Unfortunate  mystery  !"  exclaimed  sir 
William,  *•  that  thus  seems  to  involve  the 
fate  of  the  two  Marys.     Yet  let  me  con- 
F  2 
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sole  myself  that  I  at  least  am  permitted 
to  prove  my  esteem  for  you ;  I  will  make 
it  my  business  to  learn  the  instant  that 
Mr.  Fitzroy  arrives,  and  if  possible  detain 
him  from  the  di'eaded  sight  of  his  enemy." 

Mary,  again  left  to  herself,  endeavoured 
to  compose  her  spirits  :  she  put  her  little 
boy  to  bed,  whom  she  had  detained  up  be- 
yond his  usual  hour ;  then  waited  impa- 
tiently for  the  presence  of  A^iolante,  who 
good-naturedly  sat  up  with  her  till  her 
tepeater  had  gone  one.  The  hope  that,  as 
her  brother  had  not  yet  arrived,  liis  good 
fortune  might  detain  him  until  the  next 
day,  tranc|uillized  in  some  measure  the 
agitation  of  lier  mind.  She  flung  herself 
on  the  bed,  by  the  side  of  her  slumbering 
infant,  and  prayed  that  Heaven  might 
iVatch  over  the  life  of  his  beloved  father. 

The  hospitality  of  lord  D'Eresby  kept 
up  his  guests  until  morning  was  far  ad- 
vanced, when  they  retired  to  the  apart- 
ments which  had  been  ass}gi)/?d  to  them. 
Monteith  staid  beyond  the  rest,  to  look 
at  some  pictures  which  were  in  one  of  the 
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rooms  tlirougli  Avliich  he  j^assed.  He  then 
ascended  to  the  western  gallery;  but  feel- 
ing no  hiclination  to  sleep,  he  amused 
himself  with  examining  its  contents,  till 
at  length  opening  the  door  of  the  apart- 
ment next  him,  he  passed  through  a  sit- 
ting-room, which  was  faintly  illumined  by 
the  first  beams  of  the  morning,  into  the 
rchamber  to  which  he  imagined  he  had 
been  directed.  The  beauty  of  its  decora- 
tions, and  the  tasteful  disposal  of  the  va- 
rious ai-ticles,  the  exquisite  landscapes 
which  hung  round  it,  and  the  rich  toilet, 
whose  golden  ornaments  glittered  from 
the  rays  of  a  silver  lamp  which  stood  on 
a  table  near  it,  immediately  impressed 
Monteith  with  an  idea  that  he  had  mis- 
taken the  chamber.  He  was  retreating 
softly,  when  a  deep  sigh  made  him  pause  ; 
he  was  proceeding,  but  the  sound  of  his 
own  name,  in  a  tone  of  distress,  once  more 
arrested  his  steps.  A  convulsive  sob,  suc- 
ceeded by  these  words — "  Save  him !  save 
him !  it  is  JMonteith !"  made  him  turn 
jiastiiy    towards    the    bed.       He    gently 
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withdrev/  tlie  silken  curtain  ;  a  youtJifii] 
form  of  graceful  proportion,  clad  in  mourn- 
ing, lay  extended  on  the  bed.  He  bent 
over  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  face — it  was 
of  his  adored,  his  never-to-be-forgotten 
.Mary. 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  and  joy,  ut- 
tered by  ^lonteith,  made  JMary  start  from 
lier  pillow.  She  looked  wildly  at  him; 
the  impression  of  her  dream  still  remained, 
and  she  thought  that  it  was  the  spirit  of 
Monteith  which  she  now  beheld,  till, 
clasped  to  his  breast,  and  feeling  the  pres- 
'sure  of  his  lips  to  hers,  she  no  longer 
doubted  of  his  existence. 

The  rapture  of  jMonteith  at  this  unex- 
pected meeting  took  from  him  for  some 
minutes  the  power  of  utterance ;  he  con- 
tinued to  hold  her  in  his  arms,  and  to 
gaze  with  doting  fond-ness  on  each  well- 
knov»  n  feature ;  nor  were  the  feelinus  of 
Mary  less  tender,  on  being  once  more 
-clasped  to  the  bosom  of  the  father  of  her 
^hild. 

liaising  her  head  from  his  shoulder,  ancj 
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looking  intently  in  his  face — "  Are  you 
safe,  iMonteith,  quite  safe? — and  have  you 
not  seen  my  angry  brother?  oh,  I  was 
dreaming  that  his  SAvord  had  pierced  your 
rside,  and  thatl  saw  you  fall." 

"  jS'^o,  most  adored !"  replied  Monteith, 
trembling  witli  excess  of  tenderness,  "  I 
have  not  seen  Mr.  Fitzroy;  but  if  I  had, 
my  arm  could  never  be  raised  against  the 
brother  of  my  ]\Iary.  Oh,  my  beloved ! 
and  do  I  again  enfold  you  in  my  embrace  ? 
do  I  again  clasp  you  to  my  heart  ?  and  am 
I  sti  11  remembered  witli  affection  ?  has  aot 
tlie  sense  of  your  own  injuries  steeled  y©ur 
bosom  against  my  miseries  ?" 

JMary  turned  on  him  her  beautiful  eyes  ;♦ 
110  traces  of  resentment  or  reproach  were 
there ;  nothing  was  to  be  read  in  them  but 
the  undiminished  tenderness  of  a  heart 
that  still  beat  only  for  liim. 

IMonteith  passionately  pressed  his  lips  to 
hers — '•  My  God !  what  have  I  not  en- 
dured since  that  fatal  nioht  which  robbed 
me  of  my  Mary's  presence !  what  distrac- 
.tion,  doubts  and  liorror,  have  alternatelj 
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possessed  my  kouI  !  But  amidst  madness, 
despair,  and  dissipation's  baneful  power, 
stil],  Mary,  Isave  I  presei'ved  inviolate  tliy 
sscred  ii>iagc.  See,"  he  cTied,  tearing  open 
his  plaid,  **  see  where  it  rests.  Ah,  Mary  ! 
it  would  be  presumptuous  for  me  to  hope 
that  my  picture  has  been  preserved  amidst 
the  conflict  of  jarring  feelings  which  at 
times  must  have  shook  your  mind  to 
agony." 

Mary  drew  from  her  bosom  tlie  liidden 
miniature ;  and  talving  off  the  case,  proved 
to  Monteith  the  falsity  of  his  fears. 
.  "  By  Heavens !"  he  exclaimed,  trying  to 
conceal  the  starting  tear,  "  I  am  not  wor- 
thy this  matchless  proof  of  noble  afiection. 
Do  you  then,  indeed,  forgive  me,  Mary  ? 
Oh  God  !  I  cannot  forgive  myself:  the 
sword  of  her  brothfa*  v/ould  nov/  indeed  be 
welcome." 

"  Oh,  say  not  so,^'  cried  ivlary,  straining 
'him  to  her  breast  in  an  agony  of  tender- 
ness; "say  not  so,  MontoiLh;  the  hour 
that  deprives  thee  of  life  must  also  rob 
me  of  mine.     See,"  said  she,  leading  hin^ 
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to  the  other  side  of  the  bed,  and  gently- 
drawing  down  the  clothes,  "  see  our  little 
angel ;  you  must  live  for  him,  if  not  for 
Ills  mother." 

Monteith  bent  in  painful  fondness  over 
his  sleeping  son ;  he  pressed  his  glowing 
cheek  vv  ith  all  a  father's  pride,  yet  it  Vv^as 
mingled  with  agony.  Softly  covering 
again  the  pledge  of  their  mutual  love, 
Monteith  said — "  Providence,  my  Mary, 
has  deigned  to  listen  to  the  prayers  of  a 
wretch,  who  nightly  petitioned  that  he 
might  be  permitted  to  behold  you  once 
more  before  he  .quitted  England,  perhaps 
for  ever :  my  wish  is  gratified  w^hen  I  had 
given  up  every  hope.  Oh,  Mary!  my  be- 
loved, my  adored  Mary  !  I  see  you  once 
again,  I  press  you  to  my  breaking  heart, 
"I  hear  from  your  own  lips  tiiat  I  am  for- 
given, arid  Death  has  now  no  terrors," 

"  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  beseech  you,*" 

said  Mary,  with  a  shudder  of  horror;  "  .the 

w^orst  is  now  over ;  I  once  thought  that  it 

was  impossible  for  me  to  have  livjed  thus 

F  3 
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long  bereflt  of  your  society ;  but  Hcavem 
Jias  enabled  me  to  bear  up  against  tlie  se- 
y.erity  of  our  separation,  for  the  sake  of  our 
helpless  infant." 

"  I  would  follow  your  example,  ]Mary, 
but  that  I  iind  it  to  be  impossible  to  bring 
my  mind  to  think  coolly  upon  yoiu'  loss. 
All  that  the  tenderest  affection  could  sug- 
gest, has  been  done  by  Agnes  to  make 
me  friends  with  myself;  but  the  eternal 
struggle  betv/eeii  love  and  duty  still  con- 
tinues to  harass  my  soul,  adid  to  render 
my  existence  insuppoi^table.  A^ain  are  the 
efforts  of  .reason,  gratitude,  nay,  even  of 
religion  ;  vain  the  allurements  of  pleasure, 
or  of  intoxication.  Still,  JMary,  your  loved 
idea  fills  my  heart,  a jiil  triumphs  over  every 
subordinate  passion." 

The  tears  of  Monteitli  now  mingled 
with  those  of  Mary.  At  length,  raising 
himself  from  her  shoulder,  he  inquired  by 
what  accident  she  had  become  acquainted 
with  the  family  of  lord  D'Eresby.  Mary 
4lien  gave  him  (a  brief  account  of  all  tliat 
ihad  passed  since  their  separation ;  not  lor- 
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•^tting  to  mention  the  meeting  with  her 
^cousin  Delia — the  aftectionate  bequest  of 
Mrs.  Chudleigh — hei'  own  change  of  name, 
and  the  maternal  kindness  of  Mrs.  Byron, 
as  well  as  the  singularity  of  her  being  once 
again  introduced  to  the  notice  of  her  early 
friend. 

ISIontetth  started  from  her  side ;  liijs 
jcheek  turned  pale. 

*'  ^^^hat  have  1  said  to  offend  you,  Do- 
nald ?" 

"  jS^othing,  my  best  beloved  Mary ;  it 
was  a  selfish,  an  ungenerous  feeling,  of 
which  I  am  ashamed.  Why  should  my 
heart  feel  ready  to  burst  at  the  probability 
of  sir  AVilliam  Eeaufort  restoring  you  to 
that  situation  in  life  of  w  hich  my  cruelty 
has  robbed  you  ?" 

"  Fear  not,  JMonteith,  for  the  stability 
>of  my  affection ;  it  has  hitherto  withstood 
4ill  the  suggestions  of  female  pi'ide,  of 
wounded  honour ;  and,  though  to  acknow- 
ledge it  may  be  criminal  now  in  the  sight 
'of  Hea^ven,  yet  never,  never  can  I  hrm^ 
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myself  to  offer  to  another  those  vows  of 
willing  obedience  which  1  made  to  you." 

Again  Monteith  folded  her  to  his  bo- 
sora  in  speechless  agony. 

'•  Surely,"  said  Mary,  in  a  voice  of  trem- 
bling hope, "  the  Almighty  will  not  punish 
us  for  thus  giving  way  to  a  tenderness 
which  has  cost  us  so  much  to  conquer. 
Even  Agnes  would  not  e:xpectthat,  when 
chance  conducted  you  once  more  to  my 
presence,  on  the  eve  of  leaving  England 
to  engage  in  all  the  horrors  of  battle,  I 
should  preserve  the  same  heroism,  the 
same  forbearance,  as  when  you  were  ab- 
sent. Oh  God  !  thou  knowest  my  heart ; 
I  would  not  infringe  on  the  rights  of 
Agnes,  I  would  not  injin-e  her  peace  for 
tiie  v/orld ;  but  I  cannot  behold,  perhaps 
:§(>r  the  last  time,  the  father  of  my  boy, 
without  feeling  that  notwithstanding  all 
idj  prayers,  ail  my  ex^tions,  my  heart  re- 
jnains  unchanged." 

**  Heaven  rvill  pardon,  my  Mary,  thy 
4ii»intentional  guUt — ^if  ^ilt  it  may   be 
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called — in  remaining  true  to  thy  first  affec- 
tion. 'Ko  crime  can  attach  to  tliec,  my 
beloved ;  the  sin  is  mine — mine  the  atone- 
ment. Poor  Agnes,  v/ere  she  capable  of 
Icnowing  of  th.is  interview,  would  only 
pity  our  sufferings.  I  leave  Kngland  at 
this  t^me  with  regret,  since  it  prevents  my 
attending  on  her  at  a  moment  Vi^hen  my 
presence  is  requisite :  I  grieve  that  I  am 
denied  the  repayment  of  those  attentions 
which  she  bestov/ed  on  me  when  your  loss 
drove  me  to  madness ;  and  Vvhen,  but  for 
her  kindness,  I  should  perhaps  not  have 
lived  to  enjoy  the  bliss  and  pain  of  again 
embracing  my  Maiy.  The  bursting  of  a 
blood-vessel  has  seriously  injured  her  deli- 
cate constitution;  and  when  I  quitted 
town,  she  took  leave  of  me  with  a  strong 
foreboding  that  she  should  not  live  to  wit- 
ness my  return." 

Mary  could  not  repress  the  tear  of  ge- 
nerous  friendship  at  learning  the  illness  of 
the  amiable   and    geiitle  Agnes;    while* 
Monteith,  for  the  first  time,  beheld  with 
vexation  and  aj\geY  the  xays  of  the  rising 
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sun,  as  tliey  beamed  tlirougli  the  closed 
shutters  of  the  room,  and  warned  liim 
that  he  must  retire.  Again  he  kissed  the 
beloved  pledge  of  mutual  affection;  again 
he  strained  th.e  mother  of  his  boy  to  his 
beating  heort,  he  wiped  the  drops  of  an- 
guisli  from  her  cheek,  and  felt  her  trem- 
bling lips  pressed  to  his — "  To  the  protec- 
tion of  Providence  I  resign  you,  oh  most 
adored!  living  or  dead,  my  spirit  shall 
hover  over  you.  Farevv^ell,  ^lary  !  if  not 
on  earth,  yet  in  heaven,  we  sliall  meet 
again." 

Breaking  from  tlie  circle  of  her  arms, 
Monteith  rushed  out  of  tlie  chamber, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  sun  gained  that 
to  v/hich  he  had  been  first  directed. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Tii£  conversation  which  sir  William  liad 
iiad  Vv'ith  INIary  was  not  of  a  aiature  to 
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.malvc  a  transient  impression  on  his  mind  ; 
and  t]ie  sorrow  ^vliicii  he  felt  on  learning 
that  his  little'  friend  was  not  happy,  was 
increased  by  the  conviction  that  her  lovely 
cousin  was  equally  unfortunate. 

After  passing  a  restless  night,  he  Tose 
early,  anxious  to  know  the  state  of  the 
weather,  and  meaning  to  call  himself  at 
the  inn  where  George  was  expected  to 
4ilight.  He  w^as  just  quitting  his  room 
when  he  heard  the  door  opposite  to  him, 
and  which  belonged  to  Mary's  apartments, 
open-  Ketreating  hastily,  lie  closed  his 
own,  leaving  suiUcient  space  for  him  to  see 
who  it  Vv'as,  that  at  that  early  hour  had 
disturbed  the  slumbers  of  Mary.  To  his 
surprise  and  horror,  he  beheld  one  of  the 
Highland  officers :  tlie  form,  the  air,  the 
graceful  movements,  betrayed  JMonteitli. 

Sir  William  turned  sick,  and  leant  for 
support  against  the  waH.  "Where  now 
was  the  blushing  modesty,  the  timid  in- 
nocence of  Mary  ?  where  the  bashful  dif- 
iidence  that  shunned  the  gaze  of  admira- 
iipn,  when  she  suffered  a  inim  to  pass  liis 
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night  in  her  chamher?  it  was  for  Jiim^ 
then,  more  than  for  her  cousin,  that  she 
fiad  testified  such  extreme  agitation.  The 
Tnystery  was  now  revealed;  the  features 
of  her  infant  nephew  were  stampt  by  the 
manl}^  beauty  of  I^Ionteith ;  the  child  Vv  as 
his,  and  sir  Wihiam  could  only  account 
for  what  lie  had  just  seen  by  supposing 
that  Mary  was  his  mother. 

Again  the  heart  of  sir  William  felt  tlie 
chill  of  disappointed  affection :  the  occa- 
sional hope  v/hich  had  at  times  illumined 
his  bosom  y^as  now  no  m.ore.  The  wo- 
^nan  whose  likeness  to  his  little  friend  had 
first  called  forth  liis  tenderness,  and  im- 
planted in  his  breast  the  most  honourable 
wishes,  was,  he  feared,  even  unworthy  of 
his  pity,  since  he  had  heard  that  Mon- 
teith  was  a  married  man.  She  was,  how- 
^€ver,  unfortunate  and  unhappy ;  her  con- 
duct since  he  bad  known  her,  proved  that 
«he  was  not  familiar  with  guilt ;  and  though 
sir  \'^  illiam  gave  xrp  every  idea  of  dis- 
closing to  her  his  attachment,  he  resolved 
Tievertheless  to  fulfil  his  promise  to  Mf^ 
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Clnulleigli,  and  to  render  her  all  the  a-s- 
sistance  in  his  power,  now  that  she  had 
condescended  to  ask  it  He  therefore,  ac- 
cording to  bis  first  mtention,  proc^eeded  to 
the  inn  ;  but  Mr..  Fitzroy  was  not  yet  ar. 
rived. 

Lord  D'Eresby,  after  giving  his  visitors 
an  elegant  breakfast,  accompanied  them 
rto  tlie  beach  in  order  to  see  them  em- 
bark:  the  wind  was  fair,  the  sails  w^ere 
unfurled,  and  the  cheering  cf  the  specta- 
tors followed  them  to  the  distant  vessels. 
The  guests  of  baron  D'Eresby  stood  on 
the  deck  ;  the  noble  figure  of  J).ionteitli 
was  conspicuous  above  the  rest  At  that 
instant  the  brother  of  Mary  arrived  in  a 
chaise  and  four ;  he  leapt  out  of  the  car- 
riage ;  rag^  and  disappointment  flashed 
from  his  dark  e^^es,  as  the  receding  ships 
met  his  p:aze,  while  those  of  sir  William 
beamed  witii  generous  satisfaction. 

"  You  are  come  too  late,  Fitzroy,"  said 
lord  D'Eresby,  giving  Irim  his  hand ;  "  a 
fevi  minutes  sooner  and  you  would  have 
shook  hands  witji  ouj-  i^allant  soldiers,  yAa 
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have  just  bade  perhaps  a  last  adieu  to  the 
wiiite  shores  of  England  ;  you  would  also 
liave  seen  the  noble  jMonteith,  who  is  es- 
teemed '  tbie  handsomest  man  of  the 
age,'  and,  by  my  soul !  he  deserves  the 
title." 

George  bit  his  lips ;  passion  convulsed 
his  frame-^"  I  have  travelled  post,   my, 
lord,"  he  replied,  "  that   I  might   arrive 
before  their  embarkation ;  but  fate  has  de- 
nied my  wish." 

"Perhaps  you  have  a  friend  among  the 
efncers?  I  had  the  honour  of  entertaininp; 
some  of  them  yesterday,  and  regretted 
your  absence." 

"  No,  my  lord,  it  was  not  2i  friend  whom 
I  hastened  to  meet ;  it  was  a  man  who 
had  deeply  injured  me,  whom  I  was 
aiixious  to  call  to  an  account." 

"  If  that  was  your  intention,  I  rejoice 
that  it  is  frustrated,"  replied  lord  D'Eres- 
by,  with  sincerity;  "  one  or  other  might 
have  fallen,  and  my  countr}^  at  this  mo- 
ment could  ill  spare  the  loss  of  one  of  its 
brave  .defenders." 
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Tliey  now  returned  to  D'Eresby  House, 
Avlien  George,  impatient  to  behold  liis  sis- 
ter, soon  hastened  to  her  apartments. 
Xever  had  the  heart  of  JMary  felt  so  elated 
at  the  sioht  of  her  brother  as  at  this  mo- 
iiient ;  she  flung  h.erscE  on  his  neck  and 
wept ;  but  th^ey  were  tears  of  gratitude  to 
Cod,  who  had  presented  him  -from  the 
sight  of  jMonteith. 

"  Had  I  but  arrived  one  half-hour 
sooner,  JMary,  I  should  have  accomplished 
the  aim  of  my  journey  ;  all  my  inquiries 
to  fmd  out  his  abode  were  fruitless.  JMon- 
teith has  this  time  escaped  me;  but,  if  he 
lives  to  return  to  England,  let  him  be- 
ware. Lord  D'Eresby  tells  me,  IMary, 
til  at  several  of  the  officers  dined  with  him 
yestCiiday.  ^S^as  inlonteith  among  them  ? 
xiiid  were  ypu  present  ?" 

"■  Xo,  my  dear  I/rother,  I  excused  my- 
self en  the  plea  cf  being  unwell,"  replied 
IMary,  trembiing  and  confused. 

"  Your  looks  give  credit  to  the  asser- 
tion. Ah,  my  sister,  Avould  to  God  that 
I  could  once  heai'  you  sjiy  that  your  lieart 
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was  as  indiiierent  to  Monteith  as  it  ought 
to  be." 

"  Let  us  drop  a  subject  painful  to  us 
both,"  said  Mslyj,  ""  and  tell  me,  George, 
have  you  seen  Delia  ?" 

Here  is  a  letter  from  Delia  herself;  but 
I  suppose  you  will  hardly  believe,  Mary, 
that  the  sight  of  me  has  evidently  been  of 
^service  to  my  ainit.  When  I  called  on 
her,  I  was  received  by  Barbara  and  Eli- 
zabeth with  great  kindness ;  they  con- 
tducted  Hie  into  lady  Sarah's  bed-room. 
Delia,  who  was  reading  to  her  mother, 
attempted  to  speak  to  me,  but  could  not ; 
nvhile  her  ladyship  called  me  to  her,  and 
'told  me  that  she  was  very  ill,  very  ill  in- 
deed ;  but  that  she  thought  my  visit  so 
land,  so  affectionate,  that  she  begged  I 
would  forget  every  disagreeable  that  had 
{passed  between  us.  Slie  even  condescend- 
ed to  inquire  after  you,  and  said  that  she 
should  be  glad  if  I  v.-ould  bring  you  to  see 
her.  After  this,  Ivlary,  you  may  suppose 
that  my  resentment  vanished ;  I  spent  the 
day  with  my  cousins;  Charles  camchom^e 
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to  dinner,  and  gave  nie  a  welcome 
xvorthy  of  himself.  All  is  now  forgotten 
and  forgiven,  and  I  feel  not  ashamed  to"^ 
own  that  this  reconciliation  with  my  aunt 
has  given  me  the  truest  pleasure.  I  passed 
some  part  of  each  day  with  my  cousins 
while  I  was  in  London ;  we  talked  over 
the  sports  of  our  childhood  ;  we  reminded 
each  other  of  several  little  circumstances 
that  gave  mutual  gratification  to  us  all  r 
and,  in  short,  I  know  only  one  thing  that 
could  make  me  more  happy,  but  that  is 
impossible,  Hovv^ever,  I  shall  certainly 
take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  intro- 
ducing you,  Maiy,  to  your  aunt ;  and  I 
sincerely  hope  that  the  old  lady  will  con- 
tinue to  get  better,  and  yet  live  many  a 
year." 

"  But,  my  dear  Delia ;  George,  did  you 
see  much  of  her  ?'* 

"  No,  Mary,  she  was  constantly  with 
her  mother ;  yet  I  contrived  to  thiuik  her 
for  the  friendship  she  had  shewn  you,  and 
to  give  her  your  letter  ;  we  had  also  some 
moments  of  private  conversation,  but  you 
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were  the  cliief  subject.  I  think  JDelm 
much  improved  in  her  person ;  she  was 
always  amiable,  but  never  more  so  than 
when  watching  the  sickbed  of  her  mo-^ 
ther." 

"  She  is  a  sweet  girl,"  replied  Mary,  with 
affectionate  warmth ;  "  and  if  so  highly  in- 
teresting when  fulfilling  the  duties  of  a 
daughter,  what  would  she  not  be  as  a  wife 
and  mother  ?  Delia,  it  is  true,  does  not 
possess  either  a  face  or  figure  which  would 
fascinate  the  senses,  like  those  of  some  wo- 
men, the  moment  they  are  seen ;  but  yet 
she  has  the  superior  advantage  of  being 
certain  to  7^etain  the  heart  she  once  makes, 
captive." 

George  looked  unusually  thoughtful — 
*'  Where,"  said  he  hastily,  ''  is  Violante  ? 
I  should  have  thought  that  she  would  not 
have  been  thus  long  in  following  me  to 
your  chamber.  And  who  is  that  young- 
man  I  saw  in  the  drawing-room,  to  whom 
lord  D'Eresby  was  paying  such  great  at- 
tention ?" 

"  He  is  the  only  soil  of  sir  Edgar  Mor-^ 
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daimt,"  replied  IMaiy,  '*'  and  Pnived  this 
morning  on  a  visit  to  lord  D'Ercsby,  wl:o 
appears  extremely  partial  to  him.  He 
has,  I  fear,  received  a  wound  that  will  for 
ever  disable  him  from  being  of  further  use 
to  his  country ;  but  if  rumours  are  to  be 
believed,  my  dear  George,  we  may  expect 
shortly  to  enjoy  the  blessings  of  peace,  a 
blessing  which  every  humane  bosom  must 
long  have  ardently  prayed  for." 

On  their  returning  to  the  drawing-room, 
lord  D'Eresby  expressed  his  satisfaction  at 
seeing  Mary  leave  her  chamber — "  I 
liope,"  said  lie,  '*  that  you  will  be  suffi- 
ciently recovered  to  assist  Violante  in  the 
necessary  preparations  for  a  dance  which 
I  mean  to  give  this  day  week ;  and  as  I 
could  very  ill  bear  tliat  even  my  friend  sir 
William  sliould  be  beforehand  with  me, 
I  must  now  solicit,  my  dear  IMiss  Sey- 
mour, that  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to 
be  my  partner  for  the  alternate  dances." 

"  Your  lordship  need  not  apprehend 
any  disappointment  from  W6%"  replied  sir 
^^^illiam  gravely,  *'  as  it  is  more  than  pro- 
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bable  that  I  shall  only  be  a  spectator,  not 
a  2)artaker\  of  your  lordsliip's  happmess." 

"  Fie,  sh'  Wilham,"  eried  tlie  baron ; 
**  at  your  time  of  life  I  should  think  that 
a  dance  was  the  most  exhilai-ating  of  all 
amusements,  ^Vhat  say  you,  Mr.  Fitz- 
roy  ?  I  hope  you  will  hold  yourseh'  disen- 
gaged, and  remember  that  I  shall  always- 
expect  to  see  you  in  your  place  at  my  din- 
ner-table" 

George  made  his  lordship  a  suitable  re-^ 
ply ;  then  turning  to  ^"iolante,  who  sat  on 
a  couch  near  Mr.  jMordaunt,  he  asked  her 
if  she  would  honour  him  with  her  hand? 
The  confusion  she  manifested  in  giving 
her  consent,  and  the  tenderness  whicli 
beamed  in  the  eyes  of  yoimg  Fitzroy,  im- 
mediately excited  a  sus^oicion  in  the  mhid 
of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  that  this  was  the  fa- 
voured lover  of  Miss  D'Eresby,  The  idea 
was  more  painful  tahim  than  his  wound^ 
and  the  instantaneous  change  in  liis  fea- 
tures, which  was  noticed  by  George,  created 
also  in  his  bosom  an  uneasy  sensation, 
arising  from  the  recollection  of  A^iolante's^ 
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words  on  the  morning  that  she  had  dis- 
covered liim  in  the  arms  of  his  sister.  Ac- 
tuated by  the  same  feelings,  both  these 
young  men  regarded  each  other  with  no 
very  friendly  sentiments ;  and  even  Vio- 
lante  appeared  embarrassed  and  constrained 
in  the  presence  of  her  rival  lovers. 

Mary  beheld  the  uneasiness  of  her  bro- 
ther and  her  friend  with  concern  and 
alarm ;  yet  it  was  a  subject  of  so  much  de- 
licacy that  she  forbore  to  touch  upon  it  to 
Violante,  lest  she  should  give  offence. 
She  had  yet  another  cause  of  disquietude, 
proceeding  from  the  distant  and  ceremo- 
nious behaviour  of  sir  William  Beaufort 
towards  her.  Unconscious  of  having  given 
liim  any  just  reason  for  the  alteration  in  his 
manner,  she  nevertheless  continued  to 
conduct  herself  as  usual.  The  change  in 
sir  WiUiam  seemed  also  to  produce  one 
in  lord  D'Eresby :  every  day  his  attach- 
ment became  more  and  more  visible ;  the 
tenderness  of  his  voice  and  eyes  betrayed 
the  language  of  his  heart ;  but  Mary  had 
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not  yet  allowed  herself  to  think  that  they 
proceeded  from  the  feelings  of  a  lover. 
Her  brother,  however,  was  not  to  be  de- 
ceived; he  saw  that  his  sister  was  the 
principal  object  of  his  lordship's  attention, 
and  he  felt  an  indescribable  joy  at  the  op- 
portunity which  would  therefore  occur  of 
seeing  her  raised  to  a  rank  in  society  equal 
to  his  most  sanguine  v/ishes.  For  this 
reason  he  delayed  speaking  to  IMary  on 
the  subject  of  her  removal,  hoping  that 
his  lordship  would  shortly  give  her  a 
right  to  appear  before  her  aunt  as  lady 
D'Eresby. 

On  the  evening  of  the  ball,  the  family 
of  lord  D'Eresby  laid  aside  their  mourn- 
ing, and  Violante  and  Mary  appeared  in 
dresses  of  white  satin  richly  trimmed 
with  foreign  lace.  Violante,  the  child  of 
wealth,  was  ornamented  with  valuable 
diamonds.  Mary's  gracefiil  arms  and  neck 
displayed  the  virgin  pearl,  yet  on  her  con- 
stant bosom  she  wore  the  emerald  gift  of 
Delia,  and  next  her  heart  remained  tlie 
picture  of  Monteith.    Her  appearance  was- 
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lovely,  modest,  and  attractive;  the  pen- 
sive cast  of  lier  features  gave  way  to  sis- 
terly affection,  as  she  met  the  approving 
glance  of  her  brother  on  entering  the 
grand  saloon,  which  was  now  open  for  the 
reception  of  the  company. 

Violante's  beautiful  form,  which  seemed 
to  vie  with  the  Medicean  Venus,  next 
caught  the  eyes  of  her  naval  lover.  What 
is  it  that  I  appear  to  look  for,  thought 
George,  in  the  exquisite  person  of  my 
Violante?  what  is  it  but  the  blushing  de- 
licacy of  my  sister  ?  had  she  but  this,  she 
would  indeed  be  perfect. 

Lord  D'Eresby  and  George  were  stand- 
ing opposite  to  a  large  mirror,  which  re- 
flected the  elegant  figures  of  Mary  and 
her  friend,  who  w^ere  at  some  distance  from 
them.  The  eyes  of  his  lordship  and  of 
his  companion  were  intently  fixed  on  the 
mirror ;  the  former,  turning  suddenly, 
beheld  the  admiration  which  glowed  in 
those  of  George — "  Fitzroy,"  cried  his 
lordship,  leaning  familiarly  on  his  shoul- 
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der,  "  can  any  thing  be  more  lovely  than 
her  appearance  to-night?  how  easy  and 
graceful  are  all  her  movements,  how  beau- 
tiful the  proportion  of  her  limbs  !" 

"  Beautiful,  indeed,  my  lord ;  it  is  im- 
possible for  any  man  to  gaze  on  such  an 
assemblage  of  charms  without  losing  his 
liberty," 

"  Then  I  may  presume  you  have  no 
longer  to  boast  of  your  freedom,"  said  his 
lordship  hastily ;  "  but,  pray,  may  I  with- 
out impertinence  inquire  if  the  attachment 
i.s  mutual  ?" 

"  My  lord !"  cried  George,  much  em- 
barrassed by  the  question. 

"  Pardon  me,  I  am  more  interested  in 
your  reply  than  you  imagine,  Mr.  Fitz- 
roy.  Remember,  you  have  yourself  ac- 
knowledged that  no  man  c^n  gaze  on  the 
beauties  of  ?.Iiss  Seymour,  and  yet  pre- 
serve his  liberty." 

"  It  is  your  pardon  that  I  must  ask,  my 
lord,"  replied  George,  inwardly  delighted; 
"my  remark  did  not  apply  to  Maiy,  but 
to  your  lovely  daughter," 


DONALD    MONTEITH.  125 

The  face  of  bis  lordship  brightened  with 
•unexpected  pleasure — "  Ah  ha,  Fitzroy  ! 
what,  has  my  wild  and  volatile  Violante  en- 
listed you  under  her  banners  ?  l)eware,  my 
friend,  the  heart  of  that  young  creature  is 
as  light  and  flexible  as  her  form." 

Saying  this  he  moved  forward  to  receive 
-some  company,  who  at  that  moment  came 
in,  and  George  to  join  his  sister  and  Miss 
D'Eresby. 

The  Miss  Macfarlanes,  attracted  by  the 
handsome  person  of  young  Fitzroy,  con- 
descended to  inquire  after  the  health  of 
Miss  Seymour.  The  youngest  was  a 
pretty,  shewy  girl,  very  lively,  and  es- 
teemed so  good  a  dancer  that  George  en- 
gaged her  for  the  next  set,  to  the  no  smaU 
mortification  of  her  elder  sister,  whose 
spleen  was  still  more  increased  by  the  ap- 
proach of  lord  D'Eresby  to  claim  the  hand 
of  Mary. 

The  company  now  passed  on  to  the  ball- 
room, through  the  illuminated  apartments, 
glittering  with  brilliant  mirrors,  v,  hich  re- 
iiectedover  again  the  splendid  ornaments 
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.perfumed  hj  zl\e  odour  of  Iimidreds  of  dii- 
fereiit  pJante,  tafetefolly  disposed  about  the 
chambers. 

Violanto  locked  and  moved  the  en- 
chantress of  the  seeiie ;  yet  her  heart  w^s 
Ttot  as  light  as  it  was  used  to  be.  She  sav/ 
that  t!^^  eyes  of  Mr.  Siordaiint  followed 
all  her  motions  with  the  keen  jealousy 
of  love :  turning  her  own  on  her  partner, 
suspicion  appeared  to  lurk  in  his  dark 
orbs,  and  the  expression  of  his  counte- 
nance ivaSj  to  her  iraagination,  less  tend^T 
than  before  his  journey  to  London.  Re- 
xaemhevmr?  the  coolness  with  which 
George  had  allowed  her  to  depart  on  the 
morning  that  she  had  betrayed  so  much 
anger  towards  him,  she  resolved  to  pique 
his  vanity  by  seeming  to  attend  to  every 
body  hut  bim. 

Had  ^^iolante  been  acquainted  v/ith  the 
real  cljaracter  of  Iier  naval  lover,  slie  would 
Jiave  known  that  his  was  .not  a  temper  to 
he  trifled  wuth :  for,  though  capable  of 
loving  to  enthusiasm,  hi^  hi^'h  spirit  could 
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TiCt  brook,  even  in  the  woman  he  adored, 
Fjiy  shew  of  tyranny  or  feminine  caprice. 
Th.e  fetters  which  bound  young  Fitzroy 
must  be  iro  sofl  and  silken  that  he  could 
not  feel  their  pressure.  Violante  had  im- 
prudently drawn  hers  too  tight;  they 
snapped,  the  captive  half  regained  his  free- 
dom, but  the  smile,  the  caresses  of  his  mis- 
tress, lured  him  back  again. 

When  George  conducted  his  beautiful 
partner  into  the  refreshment-room,  they 
were  followed  by  Mr.  ]>Iordaunt,  who  ten- 
derly inquii'ed  if  ehe  felt  fatigiied ;  regret- 
ting at  the  same  time  his  inability  to  en- 
joy the  happiness  of  his  favourite  amuse- 
ment. On  the  retuiTi  of  George,  he  rose, 
and  bowing  politely,  resigned  to  him  his 
^eat,  then  mingled  with  the  company. 

"  Have  you  been  long  acquainted  with 
]Mr.  Mordaunt  ?"  said  George  fretfully ; 
"  he  seem.s  to  have  all  the  privileges  of  an 
old  friend." 

"  I  knew  him  vrhen  I  w^as  quite  a  girl," 
replied  Miss  D'Eresby,  in  a  careless  man- 
ner; *•'  he  is  the  son  of  a  highly-valued 


128  DONALD    MONTEITH. 

friend  of  my  father's,  and  therefore  at  li- 
berty to  act  as  he  pleases  in  our  house." 

"  Indeed,  Violante !  his  situation  then 
is  truly  enviable ;  since,  if  he  pleased  to 
ask  the  fair  hand  of  his  lordship's  daugh- 
ter, tlie  son  of  a  highly-valued  friend 
would  scarcely  be  refused." 

Violante  coloured  deeply,  and  rising  to 
avoid  tlie  confusion  of  a  repty,  made  an 
excuse  to  speik  to  Miss  JMacfarlane,  with 
whom  she  sauntered  back  to  the  ball- 
room; not,  however,  with  any  intention 
of  dancing.  Resolved  to  prove  the  extent 
of  her  ]X)wer  over  the  heart  of  y^oung  Fitz- 
roy,  she  took  the  arm  of  Edgar  IMordaunt, 
and  not  contented  wit})  passing  and  re- 
passing with  him  through  tlie  several 
apartments  allotted  for  company,  they  sat 
down  on  a  couch  at  the  end  of  the  bnll- 
rooi n,  where  Mr.  Fitzroy  must  necessarily 
observe  them.  To  th.e  great  mortification 
of  Violante,  she  saw  that  she  had  missed 
her  aim :  Geoi'ge  appeared  ])erfectly  un- 
concerned, and  even  laughed  and  chatted 
with  his  partner,  tlie  youngest  Miss  Mac- 
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farlane,  who,  on  lier  part,  felt  quite  delight- 
ed at  the  imaginary  conquest  she  had 
made. 

Mary,  who  had  noticed  the  changeful 
manners  of  Violante,  felt  pained  at  what 
-she  deemed  a  display  of  coquetry  unwor- 
thy of  herself;  yet  the  tender  assiduities 
of  lord  D'Eresby  did  not  long  permit  her 
to  dwell  upon  so  disagreeable  a  subject  .as 
the  failings  of  a  friend.  It  was  now  that, 
for  the  first  time,  she  began  to  suspqct  the 
real  motive  of  his  lordship's  attentions. 
The  exhilarating  exercise  of  the  dance 
gave  to  her  cheek  its  once  natural  bloom, 
iind  heightened  the  lustre  of  her  eyes; 
while  the  praises  they  called  forth  from  her 
noble  partner  were  more  warm  than  friend- 
ship sanctioned. 

Sir  William  Beaufort  continued  to  pre- 
serve the  same  distant  civility  towards 
Islaiy  which  he  had  adopted  since  the 
painful  discovery  he  had  made  «of  Mon- 
teith's  visit.  He  chose  to  avoid  dancing, 
because  he  thought  that  honour  forbade 
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his  soliciting  the  hand  of  Mary,  and  his 
heart  was  too  deeply  occupied,  his  mind 
too  fully  engaged,  to  pay  proper  attention 
to  another. 

More  and  more  anxious  to  be  restored 
to  his  esteem,  which  she  now  feared  she 
had  forfeited,  though  unconscious  in  what 
manner,  INIary  endeavoured  to  attract  his 
notice  by  every  innocent  artifice ;  slie 
spoke  to  him  as  often  as  she  had  an  oppor- 
tunity; she  even  inquired,  as  soon  as  she 
was  disengaged,  if  he  still  retained  the 
same  disinclination  to  join  in  the  festi\dties 
of  the  evening — "  I  had  flattered  myself," 
said  she,  in  a  hesitating  voice,  "  that  you 
would  liave  done  me  the  honour,  for  such 
I  should  have  conceived  it,  sir  William, 
of  breaking  your  resolution  in  my  favour." 

The  countenance  of  sir  William  imme- 
diately relaxed ;  a  smile  of  ineffable  sweet- 
ness irradiated  his  features ;  he  took  her 
hand,  and  gently  pressing  it,  said — "  I  can 
refuse  you  nothing,  IMary ;  if  it  is  your 
wish,  although  I  had  determined  other- 
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i\  ise,  I  will  certainly  be  your  partner  for 
the  next  dances." 

Mary  was  oveijoyed  at  his  willingness 
to  oblige  her  ;  she  acquitted  herself  so  ad- 
mirably that  sir  William  could  not  refrain 
from  repeating  the  following  lines  from  a 
poem  written  by  a  gentleman  of  high  lite- 
rary talent: — 

"  Still  as  that  angel  fiiiurel  survey'd, 

Down  the  glad  dance  in  graceful  motion  fly. 

Those  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  neck  display'd, 
That  lovely  bosom  heave  the  trembling  sigh, 

Those  twinkling  t'ect  that  'neath  thy  garment  play'd. 
Celestial  beauty  met  my  raptur'd  eye  ; 

Bur,  oh  ! " 

"  Here  I  must  pause,^'  continued  sir 
William ;  "  I  am  not  authorised,  INlary, 
to  go  further :  the  remainder  of  the  poem 
is  only  applicable  to  the  feelings  of  mutual 
love." 

Mary  well  remembered  the  lines;  they 
brought  to  her  memory  also  those  which 
liie.had  once  before  repeated  to  her,  when 
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she  was  a  girl,  from  the  same  author.  Sir 
Wilham  seemed  also  to  have  the  same 
thoughts  ;  he  inquu'ed  if  she  had  read  the 
novel  of  Mary  De  Clifford;  if  not,  he 
would  send  next  morning  to  procure  it  for 
her." 

"  I  have  it  among  other  books  by  the 
;same  writer,"  replied  Mary ;  "  if  you  will 
accept  of  it,  it  is  at  your  service :  it  once 
belonged  to  your  little  friend." 

Sir  William's  eyes  sparkled  with  plea- 
sure— "  You  could  not  bestow  on  me  a 
present  half  so  valuable,"  said  he,  with 
animation ;  "  how  shall  I  prove  to  you  my 
thanks?" 

^'  By  remembering,  sir  William,  that 
you  generously  promised  to  adopt  me  for 
your  sister,  and  to  point  out  to  me  any 
faults  or  follies  that  I  might  comipit 
Have  you  done  this  ?" 

"  No,  Mary,  I  have  not;  I  perceive 
that  you  are  aware  of  the  change  in 
my  manners;  it  proceeds  from  a  cause 
too  delicate  to  discuss  before  a  third  pei-- 
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^on.  Dismiss  it  from  yom-  mind  to-night, 
lovely  Mary  ;  I  am  your  friend,  I  v/ould 
be  more,  but  dare  not." 

The  approach  of  lord  D'Eresby  pre- 
vented the  reply  of  JMary,  and  they  walk- 
ed with  liim  into  the  refreshment-room ; 
but  the  words  of  sir  William  sunk  deep 
iaito  the  mind  of  his  partner,  ^vho  felt  a 
shudder  steal  over  her,  lest  any  but  the 
eye  of  Heaven  had  witnessed  the  retreat 
of  Monteith  from  her  channber. 

George,  nearly  at  the  same  moment, 
passed  with  the  two  Miss  Macfarlanes, 
who,  ignorant  of  his  relationship  to  Maiy, 
felt  envious  at  seeing  him  smile  on  her  af- 
fectionately, as  she  leaned  on  the  arms  of 
sir  William  and  lord  D'Eresby. 

"  The  vanity  of  tliat  girl  is  intolerable," 
said  the  youngest. 

"  I  wonder,"  replied  Miss  Macfarlane, 
"  that  his  lordship  should  be  so  wilfully 
blind.  Indeed,  I  ami  astonished  that  he 
persists  in  allowing  a  woman  of  doubtful 
character  to  be  tlie  companion  of  his 
daughter,  and  to  associate  with  his  fi:iends," 
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George  felt  that  he  looked  pale  ;  he  had 
faced  tlie  enemies  of  his  country  with  un- 
daunted bravery  ;  had  shed  his  blood  in 
her  defence ;  but  the  wounds  wliich  he  re- 
ceived from  the  enemy,  tliough  severe,  cut 
less  deep  than  tiiose  now  inflicted  by  JMiss 
Macfarlane — "  Are  you  acquainted  with 
the  family  and  coimexions  of  JMiss  Sey- 
mour ?"  said  he. 

"  I  do  not  even  wish  it,"  replied  Miss 
Macfarlane,  spitefully ;  "all  that  I  know 
of  her  is  this — -she  came  here  with  the  late 
ward  of  baron  D'Eresby  ;  I  suppose  in  the 
capacity  of  a  humble  dependent;  for  that 
lady  left  her  at  her  death  a  valuable  legacy 
for  the  care  she  had  taken  of  her  during 
her  illness.  She  recommended  her  to  the 
notice  of  lady  Estifania  Dorville,  who  po- 
-sitively  seems  as  much  bewdtched  by  her 
as  his  lordship,  who  immediately  engaged 
her  to  be  the  companion  of  his  daughter, 
though  I  think  it  v^/ould  have  been  shew- 
ing the  duty  of  a  parent  if  he  had  f^rst  in- 
quired into  tJie  conduct  and  cheiracter  of 
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'the  person  to  whom  he  confided  the  mo- 
rals of  JMiss  D'Ercsby." 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  any  thing  im- 
proper in  the  behaviour  of  Miss  Seymour  ?" 
inquired  her  brother. 

"  'Not  exactly  improper,"  said  IMiss  IMac- 
fariane  ;  "  only  that  I  think  she  suffers  his 
lordship  to  pay  her  too  much  attention  in 
public ;  surely  she  does  not  imagine  that 
a  nobleman  of  his  immense  property  Vv  iH 
ever  make  her  his  wife." 

*'  But  you  said  that  her  character  v^as 
doubtful ;  -ha^.  e  the  goodness,  my  dear 
madam,  to  explain  your  meaning:  yon 
know  not  hov^  deeply  interested  I  am  on 
this  subject." 

JMiss  Macfarlane,  in  whose  presence  her 
^sister  was  generally  silent,  nov>^  suspected 
that  George  had  been  captivated  by  the 
beauty  of  Mary,  and  therefore  secretly  re^ 
joiced  that  she  had  so  good  an  opportunity 
of  robbing  her  of  one  of  her  admirers—* 
^*  Bless  me^  Mr.  Fitzroy '"  she  said,  "  what, 
are  5^ou  a  stranger  to  the  opinion  so  }>re- 
valent  in  thij?  place,  that  ^Miss  Seymour  is 
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the  mothlr,  not  the  aunt,  of  the  little  boy 
who  lives  with  the  old  lady  near  the  sea- 
side ?" 

George  gave  a  sudden  start  of  anguish, 
which  did  not  dismay  -his  companion. 

A  smile  of  bitter  pleasure  played  round 
her  mouth — "  You  look  unwell,  Mr.  Fitz- 
roy  ;  I  fear  that,  like  lord  D'Eresby,  you 
have  allowed  yourself  to  be  caught,  and 
that  you  feel  a  tender'  interest  in  the  fate 
of  Miss  Seymour." 

"  The  interest  I  feel,  madam,"  replied 
George,  turning  upon  her  the  lightning  of 
his  eyes,  "  is  that  of  a  relation ;  Miss  Sey- 
mour is  the  descendant  of  a  noble  family-, 
to  whom  I  am  also  nearly  allied.  It  is 
well,  madain,  that  rpur  sex  is  an  excuse 
for  the  mean  detraction  you  have  uttered; 
but  I  v  ouTd  not  advise  any  of  7nine  to 
whisper  even  a  hint  of  wiiat  you  have  so 
kindly  disclosed  to  me,  lest  his  life  should 
pay  thie  forfeit  of  his  rashness.  Let  me 
also  covmsel  you,  madam,  against  a  repeti- 
tion of  such  calnmnies";  they  cannot  in- 
jure her  whom    they   are   intended    to 
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wound,  and  will  only  draw  on  yourself  the 
punishment  you  intended  for  another." 

Saying  this  he  bowed  to  the  two  sisters, 
and  left  them  to  comment  as  they  pleased 
upon  the  vexation  of  having  displayed 
their  envy  and  ill-nature  to  "a  relation  of 
their  rival. 

Notwithstanding  the  seeming  coolness 
of  George's  reply,  his  feelings  were  deeply 
hurt  by  the  conviction  that  Mary  had 
acted  with  gi-eat  weakness,  in  voluntarily 
exposing  herself  to  censure  by  having  her 
child  so  near  her.  It  was  what  he  had 
dreaded,  wlmt  he  had  expected ;  it  mu^t 
be  avoided  in  future :  how  could  he  tell, 
but  that  the  mind  of  lord  D'Eresby,  taint- 
ed by  this  rumour,  even  now  dared  to 
dwell  with  rapture  on  the  hope  of  possess- 
ing the  beauties  of  Mary  vfithout  be- 
stowing on  her  his  name  and  title  ? 

Agitated  by  the  tenderness  of  a  bro- 
ther's love,  and  ti'embling  at  the  shadow 
of  dishonour,  George  found  it  necessary  to 
retire  for  a  short  time  to  recover  his  firm- 
ness.    Wishing  to  escape  observation,  he 
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wer.t  to  his  sister's  apartments,  where  he 
nStaid  until  he  had  acquired  sufficient  pre- 
.senee  of  mind  to  look  and  speak  as  usuaL 

He  was  on  the  point  of  leaving  them, 
wlicn  the  doer  suddenly  ope^ned,  as  if 
pushed  against  by  some  person  ;  the  dark- 
ness ©f  the  chamber  prevented  them  from 
seeing  him,  but  the  lamps  from  the  gal- 
lery enabled  kirn  to  discover  Viol^ite  and 
Mr.  Mordaunt. 

"  Why  have  you  followed  me  iiither, 
Edgar?"  said  Miss  D'Eresby,  in  a  lan- 
guishing tone,  "  have  I  not  already  told 
you  how  sincerely  I  pitied  your  distress  ? 
have  I  not  done  all  in  my  power  not  to  in- 
crease  it  ?  and  did  I  not  promise  not  to 
dance  any  more  with  Mr.  Fitzroy,  because 
I  saw  ihat  it  gave  you  pam  ?  What  more 
do  you  require  of  me  ?" 

"  It  is  not  pity  that  I  ask  of  you,  ^"io- 
lante,  it  is  love;  the  same  ardent  love 
Vv^hicii  Vv^armed  your  girlish  bosom  when 
I  first  saw  you,  wliich  prompted  you  to 
yield  to  me  the  treasure  of  your  virgin 
h^art,  which  made  you  melt  in  my  arms. 


•as  mj  lips  p^es^:ecl  yours,  aiid  \\  iiidi  made 
vou  sweo.Y  never  to  bestovv^  your  affections 
^m  another.  Ah  Violante !  faithless  3^et 
'beautiful,  too  ^;oon  were  the  ^^vTm  kisses 
of  Edgar  efliiced  from  your  lips  by  those 
of  Mr.  Fitzroy.  He  is  my  rival,  yet  I 
esteem  him ;  he  is  a  brave  man,  a  man  of 
unsullied  reputation;  he  knows  not  my 
prior  claim  ;  he  believes  that  he  possesses 
your  first  affections ;  he  thinks  that  he  k 
master  of  an  undiyided  heart — he  is  de- 
ceived, Violante — half  of  it  still  is  mine:.; 
deny  it,  sweet  one,  if  you  can," 

Mordaunt  flung  his  arm  round  the  waist 
of  Miss  D'Ereisby.  The  voluptuous  beauty 
of  her  person,  hdf-exposed  to  his  vievv^; 
the  remembrance  of  the  bliss  he  had  for- 
merly experienced  when  she  hesitated  not 
to  return  liis  passion  with  an  energy  of 
feeling  far  above  her  year.n,  cmbol-dened 
the  enamoured  lover :  he  pressed  her 
yielding  form  to  liis  bosom,  and  fixing  his 
lips  to  hers,  in  tenderest  accents  said-r- 
'^' Am  I  not  stili  dear  to  jou,  Viohuite  ? 
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liave  you  the  cruelty  to  abandon  me  for 
another  ? ' 

A  deep  sigh  from  the  €l' amber  made 
Violante  start  in  terror  from  his  grasp — 
"  It  is  the  spirit  of  Mrs.  Chiidleigh,"  said 
«he,  and  sunk  insensible  on  a  couch  at  the 
end  of  the  gallery. 

Mordaunt,  who  had  followed,  now  used 
'every  endeavour  to  recover  her;  he  suc- 
ceeded, and  they  returned  to  the  ball- 
room. 

"  Where  have  you  been,  Violante?"  said 
Mary ;  "  I  have  looked  for  you  in  vain  in 
aU  the  apartments,  at  the  request  of  lady 
Estifania." 

"  I  left  my  fan  in  your  room,"  replied 
Miss  D'Eresby,  "  and  went  in  search  of 
it ;  but  I  have  been  so  frightened !  I  am 
sure  I  heard  the  spirit  of  JNlrs.  Chudleigh ; 
it  was  just  such  a  deep  sigh  as  hers ;  it 
terrified  me  beyond  imagination — I  faint- 
ed away  in  the  gallery,  and  should  have 
been  there  now,  had  not  IVIr.  Mordaunt 
recovered  me.     I   wish,  JMary,  that  you 
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would  fetch  me  the  fan ;  for  I  shall  never 
have  courage  to  go  there  again  to-night/' 

"  Was  the  heart  of  a  soldier  also  intimi- 
dated by  your  weak  fears  ?  could  not  IMr. 
JMordaunt  have  procured  for  you  the  fan  ? 
Ah  Violante !  are  you  acting  Vvdth  justice 
towards  George  in  thus  encouraging  the 
tenderness  of  his  rival  ?" 

The  cheek  of  Violante  crimsoned  with 
conscious  shame. 

"  You  are  playing  a  hazardous  game, 
my  dear  friend,"  continued  Mary,  "  and 
the  stake  is  your  own  happiness.  I  go, 
however,  to  obey  your  wishes." 

George  was  just  leaving  the  gallery  as 
his  sister  entered  it :  the  paleness  of  his 
naturally-glowing  cheek  alarmed  Mary, 
who  immediately  inquired  how  long  he 
had  been  unwell.  George  made  no  reply, 
but  taking  the  arm  of  his  sister,  returned 
with  her  to  her  chamber.  She  sat  down 
by  his  side,  and  supported  his  head  on  her 
bosom ;  tenderly  kissing  his  forehead,  she 
besought  him  to  tell  her  what  was  the 
matter. 
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"  A  trifle,  my  Mary"  said  her  brother, 
as  he  breatlied  with  difficulty,  "  only  the 
total  wreck  of  all  my  worldly  hopes  !  ^'^io- 
lante  is  unfaithful — she  has  deceived  her- 
self and  me." 

He  then  repeated^  as  well  as  his  agita- 
tion would  permit,  what  had  passed  be- 
tween her  and  Edgar  IMordaunt — '^  The 
deep  sigh  of  agony  which  I  could  not  re- 
press, made  her  start  from  his  arm ;  soon 
again  it  encircled  her^  as  she  sunk  inani- 
mate on  the  couch.  His  tenderness  re- 
%aved  her ;  I  did  not  disturb  them — why 
should  I?  it  was  IMordaunt  that  first 
taught  her  bosom  to  thrill  with  passion's 
wildest  throb ;  it  w?,^s  Mordaunt's  kiss  that 
first  sucked  the  honey  from  her  virgin 
lip ;  it  is  JSIordaunt  that  deserves  to  reap 
the  fruit  of  his  victory." 

"Dearest  brother !  but  are  you  sure 
that  Violante  prefers  him  to  you  ?  she  is 
young  and  volatile ;  tlie  tenderness  of  her 
heart  I  know  has  led  her  to  pity  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt's sufferings ;  she  is  warm  in  her  ex- 
pressions, as  in  her  attachments ;  tliought- 
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less  of  consequences,  she  is  governed  only 
by  tlie  impetuous  impulse  of  the  moment, 
which  in  this  instance  has  hurried  her  into- 
'du  error,  of  which  by  this  time  she  is  fully 
sensible." 

"  Her  repentance  will  come  too  late,'*" 
replied  George,  looking  sternly  round  the 
apartment;  then  springing  forward,  he 
caught  the  fan  of  Miss  D'Eresby,  and  put- 
ting it  in  his  pocket  said,  "  /  alone  must 
deliver  this  to  Violante ;  the  pain  I  now 
endure  is  doubly  severe  from  its  being  my 
second  disappointment  of  the  heart.  Yet 
I  know  not  whiclrlias  pierced  it  most,  the 
inconstancy  of  Violante,  or  tlie  envenomed 
shaft  of  slander  aimed  against  my  sister's 
fame.  To-morrow%  i^Iary,  I  will  explain 
to  you  what  I  mean.  Beware,  hov/ever, 
of  the  Macfarlanes :  now  let  us  return,  I 
feel  that  I  ain  able  to  support  my  part 
with    the   candid   honesty   of    a   British 


sailor.' 


They  now  entered  the  supper-room, 
which  was  splendidty  illuminated;  the 
tables  glittered  with  gold  and  silver  plate^ 
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Wiiicli  were  again  reflected  by  the  various 
crystal  oriiaments,  round  which  the  cir- 
cling flowers  shed  forth  their  rich  perfumes 
as  voluntary  incense  to  the  fair. 

Lord  D'Eresby  conducted  IMary  to  her 
seat,  and  George  placed  himself  next  her. 
Violante's  changeful  looks  betrayed  the 
uneasiness  of  her  mind  as  she  took  her 
place  at  the  head  of  the  second  table,  but 
her  eyes  were  more  frequently  directed  to 
that  at  which  her  father  presided,  while 
those  of  George  never  once  turned  towards 
her,  a  circumstance  that  filled  her  with  se- 
cret forebodings. 

Gladly  did  Miss  D'Eresby  quit  a  repast 
at  which  she  had  scarcely  tasted  of  any 
thing :  wearied  even  by  the  tender  impor- 
tunities of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  she  hurried  into 
the  ball-room  in  search  of  JNIary.  She 
found  her;  but  before  she  could  speak  her 
fears,  George  was  by  her  side.  Sum- 
moning up  all  the  courage  of  which  he 
was  master,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  the 
ivory  fan,  and  presenting  it  to  Violante, 
said — ;"  The  spirit  of  Mrs.  Chndkigh  sends 
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you  this."  Then  bowing  with  cold  po- 
liteness, he  turned  from  her  with  a  look 
which  too  well  explained  the  state  of  his 
feelings,  and  the  resolution  he  had  taken. 
A^iolante  grasped  the  arm  of  Mary — 
"  Ah,  Heaven !"  she  exclaimed,  "  what 
has  my  thoughtless  folly  done?  follow 
your  brother,  Mary,  plead  for  me,  or  I  am 
lost." 

"  Not  to-night,  my  dear  Violante ;  the 
discovery  made  by  George  of  JMr.  ]Mor- 
daunt's  prior  claim  has  severely  affected 
him;  to-morrow^  I  shall  see  him,  to-mor- 
row I  will  try  all  fiiy  influence  to  re- unite 
you." 

The  approach  of  lord  D'Eresby,  who 
came  to  claim  the  promised  hand  of  ^lary, 
now  obliged  her  to  separate  from  her  un- 
happy friend,  v/ho,  pensive  and  self-ac- 
cused, wandered  from  room  to  room  for  the 
remainder  of  the  ball.  The  golden  rays  of 
the  rising  sun,  and  the  innumerable  voice 
of  heaven's  choristers,  warned  the  com- 
pany to  retue.     At  the  pressing  entreaty 

VOL.  V,  H 
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of  his  lordship,  George  consented  to  re- 
main and  court  the  balmy  influence  of 
sleep  within  the  walls  of  D'Eresby  House ; 
but  the  events  of  the  evening  were  of  a 
nature  too  important  to  be  easily  banished 
from  his  mind ;  and  he  therefore  bent  his 
steps  towards  the  chamber  of  his  sister, 
that  he  might  impart  to  her  his  wishes 
before  he  met  the  family  at  the  breakfast, 
table. 


CHAPTER  V. 


Mary  had  not  yet  risen  when  George  en- 
tered her  bed-room ;  the  paleness  of  his 
cheek,  and  the  heaviness  of  his  eyes,  be- 
trayed his  want  of  rest — "  Ah,  my  bro- 
ther," cried  Mary,  throwing  her  arms 
round  his  neck,  as  he  stooped  to  kiss  her, 
'^  you  are  unhappy,  you  have  not  been  to 
bed ;  and  your  Violante,  I  am  confident 
participates  in  your  uneasiness." 
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"  Name  her  no  moi^,  my  dear  Mary  ; 
slie  is  no  longer  mine;  restore  toiler  these 
coral  beads,  and  this  lock  of  her  liair ;  the 
soul  of  your  brother  scorns  to  infringe  on 
the  rights  of  anotiier.  The  day-dream  of 
my  happiness  is  gone  by,  but  my  honour 
remains;  the  arrow  which  has  deepest 
pierced  my  bosom  was  thrown  by  Miss 
Macfarlane." 

He  then  repeated  to  her  that  lady's 
conversation,  and  concluded  by  saying — 
"  I  can  hardly  excuse  the  affection  of  Mrs. 
Byron,  which  allowed  her  to  yield  to  your 
entreaties ;  how  was  it  possible  to  preserve 
unsullied  the  reputation  of  so  young  a 
woman  as  yourself,,  when  your  excessive 
kindness  for  your  child  betrays  itself  in 
every  look  and  gesture?  nothing  could 
more  strongly  proclaim  that  the  boy  was 
yours,  Mary,  than  your  having  him 
brought  so  great  a  distance  to  reside  near 
you  in  a  situation  merely  temporary.  This 
weakness  has  been  fatal  to  your  character; 
it  has  even  authorised  the  inquisitive  and 
h2 
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illiberal  to  doubt  that  any  relationship 
(Subsists  between  us ;  it  v/ould  not  be  an 
unnatural  conclusion,  were  it  to  be  said 
that  /  w^as  the  father  of  your  little  ne- 
phexi\  Mary  !  Mary  !  it  is  this  stain,  this 
indelible  disgrace,  that  wounds  me  more 
severely  than  the  loss  of  the  woman  I 
adore.  Honour  has  been  my  pilot ;  he  has 
hitherto  conducted  me  in  safety  through 
the  rocks  and  shoals  of  love  and  pleasure ; 
by  persevering  to  follow  in  his  track,  I 
have  been  obliged  to  abandon  what  was 
most  dear  to  me,  to  leave  behind  my 
heart's  fondest  treasures  ;  but  my  reward 
has  been  worthy  the  struggle — it  is  the 
approving  voice  of  my  own  conscience. 
Would  to  God,  my  sister,  that  you  had 
but  made  the  attempt  to  subdue  a  passion 
so  fatal  in  its  consequences  !" 

"  And  have  I  not  ?"  said  Mary,  wiping 
off  her  tears  ;  *'  alas  !  my  brother,  the  sa- 
crifices you  have  made  to  honour  cannot 
exceed  those  of  mine ;  what  but  the  na- 
tural love  of  virtue,  and  an  innate  sense  of 
justice,  made  me  withstand  the  pleadings 
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of  the  man  I  if?olized  ?  did  I  not  f.y  from 
the  pi  e?  ence  of  him  who  was  dearer  to  me 
than  life  ?  did  I  not  commit  myself  to  the 
guidance  of  his  f^thcr-in-law  ?  but,  above 
all,  did  I  not  read  this,  his  last  letter,  and 
yet  perr.ist  at  the  hazard  of  my  existence 
to  resign  him  to  another  ?" 

She  now  drew  from  her  pocket-book 
the  tcndrr  letter  of  Monteith,  and  gave  it 
to  her  brother. 

George,  thourh  strcngly  prejudiced 
against  P.  'onteith,  did  not  suffer  himself 
to  be  unjust  even  to  rn  enemy.  Ee  read 
it  with  deep  attention,  then  returned  it  to 
his  sister—*'  I  do  not  deny,  Mary,  but  that 
his  case  is  most  hard ;  .never  would  I  Lave 
acknowledged  Agnes  for  a  wife ;  yet  never 
could  I  have  allowed  the  selfishness  of  my 
own  feelings  to  betray  yo.r  conf  ding  in- 
nocence. It  would  have  been  more  noble 
in  JMonleith  to  have  disclosed  at  once  the 
truth  of  his  ^ather's  infamous  conduct,  to 
have  resigned  his  commission,  and  to  have 
devoted  himself  solely  to  your  happiness. 
Yet  I  will  not  wound  you,  IMary,  by  even 
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hinting  that  you  would  have  debased 
yourself  so  much  as  to  become  his  mis- 
tress ;  the  sacrifice  which  you  have  since 
made  proves  to  the  contrary :  you  must 
yet  make  another — your  character  de- 
mands it,  your  family  demand  it  from 
you." 

"  Alas !"  exclaimed  his  sister,  "  had  you 
witnessed  my  agonies,  had'  you  seen  the 
struggles  which  I  have  made,  you  would 
not  require  of  me  another ;  all  my  forti- 
tude, all  my  powers  of  exertion,  are  now 
gone ;  nothing  remains  to  cheer  my  wi- 
thered hopes  but  my  child.  My  brother's 
tender  heart  would  not  surely  rob  me  of 
him,  of  him  who  is  my  only  comfort." 

George  turned  aside  his  head^ 

"  My  brother,  my  bi-loved  brother!  say, 
is  not  this  the  dreadful  sacrifice  you.  would 
impose  ?  have  I  not  resigned  for  ever  his 
adored  father,  and  m^o;  Id  my  brother  be- 
reave nie  of  the  only  treasure  which  Hea- 
ven in  its  mercy  has  allowed  me  to  re- 
tain?" 

"Mary,"  replied  George,  pressing  hei' 
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to  his  breast,  "  could  I  ordain  it  other- 
wise, you  should  never  again  experience 
a  moment's  uneasiness.  But  can  you,  who 
have  so  nobly  conquered  all  selfish  consi- 
derations, now  consent  to  endure  the  hor- 
rors of  a  doubtful  reputation  ?  let  the  boy 
pass  for  mine ;  J  will  adopt  the  disinherited 
son  of  my  enemy  ;  /  will  educate  and  pro- 
vide for  his  wants ;  let  but  the  name  of 
his  mother  remain  unsullied  by  the  breath 
of  slander." 

Mary  sobbed  aloud  on  the  bosom  of  her 
brother;  the  black  ribbon  attracted  his 
notice,  his  hand  pressed  against  the  minia- 
ture of  Montelth  as  he  folded  his  sister  in 
his  arms.  Mary  now  trembled  for  the 
safety  of  her  hidden  idol,  but  she  dared  not 
reflise  to  gratify  the  curiosity  of  her  bro- 
ther— ""It  is  for  his  son  that  I  keep  th« 
likeness  of  the  father  sacred,"  said  she,  ex- 
posing the  handsome  countenance  of  JNIon- 
teith  to  the  gaze  of  George,  Vv  ho  imme- 
diately perceived  the  strong  resemblance 
which  the  features  of  the  ehilrl  bore  to 
those  of  his  father.     He  could  not  stifle  a 
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sigli  which  escaped  him  at  this  fresh  proof 
of  his  sister's  tenderness;  neither  would 
his  heart  permit  him  to  rob  her  of  what 
he  felt  was  most  dear  to  her. 

"  The  manly  beauty  of  Monteith  may 
well  excuse  the  weakness  of  a  female's  pas- 
sion," said  George ;  "  but  the  noble  soul  of 
my  Mary  ought  to  value  most  the  beau- 
ties of  the  mind,  the  purity  of  the  heart  of 
man ;  all,  however,  that  I  now  ask  of  you, 
Mary,  is,  that  you  will  this  week  accom- 
pany me  to  tovv  n :  I  must  not  delay  any 
longer  your  introduction  to  lady  Sarah. 
Her  countenance  and  protection,  though 
it  comes  too  late  to  save  you  from  what  is 
past,  may  prove  of  the  highest  importance 
to  your  future  interest.  Make  then  the 
communication  of  your  journey  known  to 
the  family  as  early  as  possible ;  I  will  call 
on  Mrs.  Eyron  after  breakfast ;  she  will  of 
course  accompany  us  to  town;  when  there, 
I  will  make  tlie  proper  arrangements  to 
secure  your  character  from  future  re- 
proach." 

"  But  V011  will  liof  f.]}<o  mx  diild  from 
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TUG  ?"  inquired  Mary,  in  a  tone  of  mater- 
nal terror. 

"  Be  tranquil,  my  beloved  sister ;  you 
siiall  always  have  the  power  of  seeing  him 
as  often  as  you  please." 

Ts^otliing  could  exceed  the  astonishment 
and  vexation  produced  in  the  family  of 
lord  D'Eresby  when  Mary  mentioned  her 
intended  journey.  The  countenance  of 
his  lords! lip  immediately  became  thought- 
ful and  gloomy,  while  that  of  sir  William 
betniyed  his  surprise  at  so  unexpected  an 
event.  Violante  could  not  conceal  her 
tears,  but  flinging  herself  on  the  bosom  of 
her  friend,  v/ept  aloud  in  the  presence  of 
them  all.  Even  lady  Estifania  testified 
the  liveliest  regret,  and  hoped  that  Mary's 
absence  would  be  merely  temporary.  Her 
liiece,  sobbing,  declared  her  inability  to 
part  from  Mary^  who,  in  her  turn,  affected 
by  the  sincere  love  of  ^liss  D'Eresby ,  could 
not  help  shedding  tears  as  she  retiurned  her 
aifectionate  embrace. 

"My  Violante,"  said  ber  father,  raisiiig 
H  3 
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her  lovely  head,  and  taking  her  gi-aceful 
form  within  his  arms,  "  do  not  add  to  my 
vexation  by  the  sight  of  yours ;  I  know 
how  dearly  you  esteem  JVIiss  Seymour,  and 
I  flatter  myself  that  she  returns  your  af- 
fection ;  you  shall  not  be  divided  if  your 
father  can  help  it." 

"  My  dear  young  friend,"  said  lady  Es- 
tifania,  "  I  hope  that  no  unintentional  of- 
fence committed  by  any  one  of  his  lord- 
ship's family  has  given  birth  to  thi:s  sud- 
den resolution  of  yours  to  leave  us.  I  hope 
also  th^t  you  are  sensible  of  my  regard, 
and,  I  may  add,  of  all  our  affections.  Tell 
me  then  candidly,  have  you  any  cause  of 
complaint  ?" 

"  None,  my  dear  madam,"  said  Mary, 
kissing  her  hand  with  animated  gratitude; 
"  from  your  ladyship,  and  from  every  in- 
dividual of  this  dear  and  honoured  house, 
I  have  met  with  steady  and  uniform  kind- 
iiess ;  the  remembrance  of  it  will  ever  live 
in  my  heart,  and  be  deeply  impressed  ou 
my  memoiy.  Since  the  return  of  Mr. 
Fitzroy  from  London,  I  have  known  that 
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k  would  be  necessary  for  me  to  accompany 
him  there ;  but  I  delayed  mentioning  it 
as  long  as  I  could,  from  a  disinclination  to 
give  pain  to  my  dear  Violante." 

"  But  may  we  not  expect  to  have  you 
return  to  us  ?"  said  .Miss  D'Eresby,  still 
w^eeping. 

'•  I  fear  not,  my  dear  friend,"  replied 
Mary ;  "  my  engagements  will  most  likely 
detain  me  in  London  for  some  time,  but 
you  shall  always  hear  from  me«" 

".Restrain  this  excess  of  sorrow,  my.Vio- 
lante,"  said  lord  D'Eresby,  fondly  kissing 
the  moist  cheek  of  liis  graceful  child ; 
**  have  I  not  told  you,  that  if  possible  you 
shall  not  be  separated  from  your  inestima- 
ble friend.  Come,  my  Violante,  let  thy 
father  dry  thy  tears,  which  could  not  flow 
more  rapidly  had  you  lost  your  lover." 

"  No  lover  can  be  more  dear  to  me  than 
Mary,"  replied  Miss  D'Eresby  ;  "  I  shall 
be  miserable,  my  father,  if  I  lose  her." 

"  It  shall  be  thy  father's  study  to  pre» 
vent  it,  'Go,  my  Violante,  with  your  lovely 
friend,  and  first  try  youi'  own  eloquence 
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to  persuade  her  to  remain,  before  I  venture 
to  exert  mine." 

Violante  now  quitted  the  breakfast- 
room,  followed  by  the  eyes  of  her  father 
and  Mr.  JSIordaunt,  while  George  rose  also 
to  call  on  Mrs.  Byron. 

"  I  shall  expect  you,  Mr.  Fitzroy,  to 
dinner,"  said  lord  D'Eresby ;  "  if  we  must 
lose  you  so  soon,  let  us  at  least  enjoy  as 
much  of  your  leisure  time  as  you  can 
spare." 

George  accepted  the  invitation,  though 
he  w^ould  fain  have  been  spared  the  trial 
of  beholding  again  the  fair  form  of  Vio- 
lante. Unwilling,  however,  that  his  sister 
sliould  suppose  he  shrunk  from  the  tempt- 
ation, he  acceded  to  the  pohte  desire  of 
his  lordship,  and  then  bent  his  steps  to- 
wards the  habitation  of  Mrs.  Byron,  to 
whom  he  resolved  to  communicate  what 
had  passed  between  him  and  Miss  JMacfar- 
lane  on  the  night  of  the  ball. 

Violante   meanwhile  remained  all  the 

morning  with  Mary,  inconsolable  at  her 

*i  double  loss.     The  real  afFectioii  which  she 
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felt  for  her  friend  made  tlie  serious  clian.f-e 
ill  the  conduct  of  George  less  a  matter  of 
consideration  than  the  privation  she  should 
experience  from  the  absence  of  his  sister — 
"  Oh,  my  dear  Mary !"  said  she,  falling  on 
her  neck,  "  tell  me  that  you  forgive  m^y 
imprudence.  Say,  has  it  not  lessened  me 
in  your  estimation  ?  I  have  taxed  myself 
severely  for  my  follies,  and  sincerely  la- 
ment the  weakness  which  taught  me  to 
risk  the  loss  of  such  a  man  as  your  brother. 
You  have  told  me  that  there  are  no  hopes 
-of  recovering  his  confidence;  but  why, 
Mary,  must  I  lose  at  once  my  lover  and 
my  friend  ?" 

Mary  now  explained  to  her  the  neces- 
sity of  her  hastening  to  London,  in  order 
that  she  might  accept  the  offered  friend- 
ship of  her  aunt. 

"  But  my  father  loves  you,  I  am  confi- 
dent," cried  Miss  D'Eresby  ;  "  it  is  in  his 
power  to  do  more  for  you  than  lady  Sarah. 
You  know  liis  wealth,  you  know  the  good- 
vijess^of  his  .disposition  ;  all  that  he  has,  all 
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that  is  mine,  shall  be  yours,  if  you  will  not 
leave  us." 

"  Dearest  Violante,"  said  Mary,  return- 
ing her  embrace,  "  lovely,  generous 
girl !  I  want  expressions  to  convey  to  you 
my  feelings.  Alas !  how  poor  are  words 
to  delineate  the  larii^uac^e  of  the  heart !  it 
is  not  wealth,  or  power^  or  even  the  many 
personal  attractions  of  your  noble  father, 
that  could  tempt  me  to  swerve  from  my 
vow  of  f  lithful  love  to  him  v/ho  had  my 
virgin  heart  See,  Violante,  for  the  first 
time,  the  picture  of  my  Donald's  father. 
Is  this  a  man  to  be  soon  forgotten?'* 

"  Heavens !"  cried  Miss  D'Eresby,  "  can 
I  be  deceived  ?  is  it  not  captain  ^Nlonteith, 
*  rthe  handsomest  man  of  the  aoe  ?'  ves, 
yes,  it  is ;  the  v\^orld  does  not  contain  his 
equal." 

Mary  pressed  it  to  her  lips,  then  re- 
turned it  to  the  concealment  of  her  own 
pure  bosom — "  Such  is  the  man  wliom  I 
resigned  from  feelings  of  justice,"  con- 
tinued Mary:  "but  -in  my  hear!  Jie  still 
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lives.  "\^^hen  I  embrace  my  boy,  when  I 
imprint  on  his  sweet  mouth  a  mother's 
tender  kiss,  how  can  1  forbear  to  cherish 
still  the  remembrance  of  his  father?" 

"  Oh,  my  friend !"  exclaimed  jMiss 
D'Eresby,  "  why  did  Nature  bestow  on 
me  a  heart  capable  of  loving  with  all  the 
v\^ild  delirium  of  passion,  yet  withhold 
from  me  the  charm  of  thy  matchless  con- 
stancy ?  the  loss  of  your  brother's  heart, 
the  knowledge  of  my  own,  will  in  future 
save  me  from  a  similar  mortification  ;  yet 
still  let  me  retain  a  share  of  tliine,  my 
Mary,  and  I  will  endeavour  not  to  com- 
plain of  my  destiny." 

At  dinner  every  countenance,  except 
that  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  bore  v  itness  to  the 
secret  vexation  of  the  mind.  After  the 
ladies  had  retired,  lord  D'Eresby,  as  if  wili- 
ing  to  ch'own  in  wine  the  recollection  of 
the  morning's  painful  discovery,  puslied 
about  the  bottle  with  more  freedom  than 
Hsual.  Even  sir  Wilham,  who  was  tem- 
perance itself,  refused  not  to  accept  the 
offered  bottle;   and  George,   whom  the 
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siglit  of  Violante's  melancholy  had  half 
unmanned,  drank  with  less  repugnance ; 
while  Mr.  ^>Iordaunt,  who  was  an  invahd, 
excused  himself  on  that  account,  and  joy- 
fully hastened  to  the  drawing-room. 

It  was  late  before  the  new  votaries  of 
Bacchus  made  their  appearance ;  sir  Wil- 
liam was  the  most  reasonable,  George  was 
melancholy,  and  lord  D'Eresby  uncom- 
m^only  animated.  Mary  had  just  gone  to 
her  chamber  as  they  entered,  and  his  lord- 
ship immediately  declared  his  intention  of 
fetching  her  back,  to  accompany  him  and 
sir  William  in  one  of  his  favourite  trios — 
"  Have  I  your  consent,  my  dear  Fitzroy," 
cried  his  lordship,  "  .to  intrude  on  the  pri^ 
vacy  of  your  lovely  cousin's  apartments?" 

"  You  are  a  man  of  honour,  my  lord, 
that  is  my  reply." 

"  Violante,"  said  her  father,  "  play  to 
Fitzroy  tlie  song  you  were  practising  yes- 
-terday." 

Violante  rose  with  trembling  limbs  and 
burning  cheeks  to  obey,  while  his  lordship, 
cwitli  ^unsteady  feet,   sought  the  western 
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gnllery.  I^  'ary  liud  seated  herself  with  her 
back  towards  the  d(  cr,  and  was  mdvAgwg 
herself  in  ihejainfiil  luxury  of  gazing  on 
the  miniature  of  Monteith,  when  lord 
D'Eresby  stole  i  nperceivcd  behind  her. 
She  gave  a  sudden  start,  and  hastily  re- 
placing it  in  her  bosom,  turned  and  beheld 
his  lordship — "  Angelic  Mary  !"  said  he, 
catching  both  her  hands,  and  half  devour- 
ing them  with  kisses,  "  end  have  I  at' 
length  succeeded  in  gaining  an  opportu- 
nity of  disclosing  to  you  my  passion  ?  yet 
say,  loveliest  of  thy  sex,  whose  picture  was 
that  on  which  you  were  gazing  with  so 
much  tenderness?  w^hose  \Ym  it,  Mary? 
tell  me,  my  angel,  I  beseech  you." 

Mar}^,  terrified  by  his  looks  and  man- 
ner, and  conscious  that  he  had  drank  too 
freely,  thought  it  best  to  soothe  him  to  re- 
tire, rather  than  to  evince  the  terror  she 
felt — "  It  is  the  picture  of  a  dear  relation, 
my  lord,"  said  she,  "  whose  loss  I  shall 
ever  deplore;  but  come,  my  lord,  I  am 
ready  to  accompany  you  to  the  drawing- 
room." 


16S  nONALD    MONTEITH. 

*'  Stop,  my  sweetest  girl,  first  let  me  on 
my  knees  acknowledge  how  truly  I  am 
yours.  Dearest  Mary,  do  not  leave  me; 
ail  that  I  have  is  yours,  only  bless  me  by 
your  affection  ;  I  will  not  rise  until  you 
consent  to  make  me  the  happiest  of  men." 

"  Pray,  my  lord,  allow  me  to  leave  you 
now ;  another  time  I  will  listen  to  you, 
but  let  us  now  return  to  the  drawing- 
room." 

"  No,  IMary,  I  will  not  ]  ave  you  until 
you  have  consented  to  be  mine ;  think  of 
what  it  is  in  my  power  to  bestow  an  you. 
I  care  not  for  the  idle  rumours  which  pre- 
vail ;  all  of  my  fortune  which  belongs  not 
to  my  daughter,  I  will  settle  on  you  and 
your  children;  and  as  to  the  little  Donald, 
no  matter  whether  he  is  the  nephew  or 
the  son  of  my  adored  girl,  I  will  be  a  fa- 
ther to  him  for  ever.  Speak,  INIary,  wiH 
you  still  leave  me  ?" 

'•  Go,  my  lord,  go !"  said  iNIary,  tremb- 
ling with  a  variety  of  emotions,  "  I  did 
not  expect  to  receive  an  insult  from  you. 
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Go,  my  lord,  I  must  insist  upon  your  quit- 
ting me." 

**  How  have  I  insulted  you  ?"  cried  his 
lordship,  hastily  rising  and  catching  her 
passionately  to  his  bosom;  "  have  I  not 
offered  you  every  thing  but  my  name  ? 
even  that  shall  be  yours ;  but  first,  adored 
Mary,  let  me  see  this  picture ;  let  me  know 
if  my  suspicions  are  true." 

He  was  proceeding  to  draw  the  string 
from  her  bosom,  when  Mary,  in  wild 
alarm,  called  aloud  for  Violante.  The  door 
opened,  and  f;ir  William  Beaufort  appear- 
ed. Lord  D'Eresby,  ashamed,  let  go  his 
hold ;  and  Mary  rushed  into  her  bed-room 
and  fastened  the  door. 

"  What  have  you  done,  my  lord?" 
cried  sir  William,  in  a  tone  of  reproach. 

"  That  for  which  I  shall  detest  myself," 
replied  his  lordship,  now  sobered  by  the 
consciousness  of  his  fault ;  "  my  passion 
for  ]Miss  Seymour  has  led  me  this  fatal 
night  to  avow  it,  in  a  manner  which  has 
wounded  her  delicacy.  When  you  enter- 
ed, I  was  on  the  point  of  beholding  a  mi- 
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niature  wldc-i  s!ie  a- .v.t/s  wear?,  -r;  1  v/hich 
I  suspect  is  that  of  a  lover.  Go  to  her 
door,  sir  W iirarn,  implore  her  to  pardon 
the  rashness  of  my  conduct;  say  how  sin- 
cerely I  repent  it;  tell  her  fhat  my  im« 
prudence  has  already  cost  me  dear,  if  I 
have  caused  her  a  moment's  pain  ;  that  I 
am  willing  to  make  her  every  atonement 
for  my  crime ;  and  that  I  conjure  her  to 
accept  my  hand,  my  heart  is  already  hers," 

He  nov/  quitted  the  chamher  for  tiiat 
of  sir  William's,  who,  after  a  pause  of  a  few 
minutes,  tapped  gently  at  her  bed-room 
door,  and  entreated  to  speak  to  her. 

"  Are  you  alone,  sir  William  ?"  On  his 
.  replying  in  the  affirmative,  Mary  opened 
the  door,  and  came  forth  to  meet  her 
adopted  brother.  Sir  \^  illiam  felt  the  va- 
lue of  this  confidence;  he  took  her  hand, 
and  led  her  to  a  seat ;  the  blush  of  offend- 
ed delicacy  stilt  tinged  her  cheeks,  and  the 
tear  of  wounded  honour  trembled  in  her 
eye. 

Sir  l^v^illiam  pressed  her  hand  respect- 
fully to  his  lips — "  Thank  you,  my  dear 
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friend,"  said  he,  "  for  your  rradhicss  to 
grant  my  request ;  it  pains  me  deeply  to 
see  you  thus  agitated ;  it  cuts  me  to  the 
soul  to  know  that  you  have  received  an 
insult  from  lord  D'Eresby ;  but,  injustice 
to  his  lordship,  I  must  own  that  no  man  can 
be  more  penitent,  or  more  ready  to  atone 
for  a  fault  that  arose  solely  from  intoxica- 
tion. He  has  conjured  me  to  plesd  for 
hiiii,  to  entreat  that  you  will  overlook  the 
impropriety  of  his  conduct,  and  accept,  as 
an  atonem.ent,  his  hand  and  fortune." 

Sir  William  paused,  his  voice  trembled^ 
and  his  features  betrayed  strong  agitation 
of  mind — "  You  are  silent,  my  dear  Miss 
Seymour,"  he  continued  ;  "  surely  a  heart 
such  as  yours  will  not  withhold  its  pardon 
from  lord  D'Eresby ;  he  is  v/aiting  in  my 
chamber  for  your  reply.  Believe  me,  he  is 
fully  sensible  of  his  fault,  and  anxious  to 
make  you  all  the  honourable  reparation  in 
his  power." 

"  I  thank  his  lordship  for  the  honour  he 
is  now  so  willing  to  confer  on  me,"  said 
Mary,  blushing  deeply  ;  "  but  I  must  beg 
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leave  to  decline  it :  since  you  have  had  the 
goodness  to  become  the  advocate  of  lord 
D'Eresby,  I  will  trouble  you,  sir  William, 
to  inform  his  lordship,  that  I  readily  be- 
lieve tliat  he  would  never  have  forgotten 
what  was  due  to  the  friend  of  his  daugh- 
ter, and  to  one  whom  he  condescended  to 
solicit  would  continue  his  guest,  had  he 
not  been  under  the  influence  of  wine.  I 
forgive  his  lordship  the  insult  I  have  re-^ 
ceived,  and  only  request  that  for  the  short 
time  that  I  shall  remain  under  his  roof, 
he  will  not  mention  to  me  the  subject  of 
his  attachment." 

" .  Is  this  really  your  determination 
then  ?"  said  sir  William,  '"  and  are  you 
aware  of  the  solid  advantages  wliich  you 
would  derive  from  an  alUance  with  a  no- 
bleman of  baron  D'Eresby's  wealth  and 
power  ?  or  is  it  only  tlie  effect  of  wounded 
pride  ?  had  the  event  of  this  evening  (an 
event  which  his  lordship  most  feeUngly 
deplores)  never  taken  place,  you  would 
perhaps  have  accepted  his  offered  hand." 

**  No,  sir  WilUam,  my  decision  would 
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then  have  been  the  same  as  now ;  if  you 
please,  you  are  at  hberty  to  tell  his  lord- 
ship the  same.  I  am  not  insensible  either 
to  his  lordship's  merits,  or  the  great  ad- 
vantages which  I  should  receive  in  be- 
coming his  wife,  Asa  proof  that  I  forgive 
his  recent  behaviour,  have  the  goodness  to 
say  that  I  feel  too  sensible  of  the  hospi- 
table kindness  I  have  met  with,  ever  since  I 
became  an  inmate  of  his  family,  to  return 
it  with  selfish  ingratitude.  Circumstances 
have  made  it  impossible  that  either  lord 
D'Eresby,  or  any  other  man,  should  ever 
possess  my  affections ;  and  I  trust  that  I 
shall  ever  remain  toa  honom-able  to  bestow 
my  hand,  unless  my  heart  could  accom- 
pany it." 

The  cheek  of  sir  William  turned  pale 
as  death ;  he  remembered  the  nocturnal 
visit  of  jVIonteith ;  a  sigh  of  real  anguish 
escaped  him,  as  he  remembered  also  that 
he  was  a  married  man. 

"  Do  you  condemn  me,  sir  William,  for 
this  resolution  ?"  said  Mary,  in  a  plaintive 
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voice ;  "  I  should  have  thought  that  you 
at  least  would  have  approved  my  conduct." 

"  You  do  me  justice,  Miss  Seymour/' 
replied  sir  William,  gravely ;  "  every  man 
of  honour  must  applaud  your  generosity  ; 
but  suffer  me  to  lament  that  any  cause 
should  exist  which  not  only  dooms  you  to 
a  life  of  celibacy,  but-=-^ — " 

"  What  is  it  you  would  say,  my  dear 
friend  ?"  said  Mary,  shuddering  with  fear ; 
**  ah,  do  not  hesitate  to  keep  the  fraternal 
promise  which  you  made ;  let  me  know 
at  once  the  cause  of  your  late  coldness,  and 
of  yoor  present  emotion." 

"  Promise  me  then,  dearest  Mary,"  said 
he,  pressing  her  hand  in  his,  "  that  you 
will  not  be  offended  at  what  I  have  to 
communicate ;  that  you  will  receive  it  as 
from  a  brother,  deeply,  fondly  interested 
in  your  happiness." 

"  I  pledge  my  word  only  to  remember 
the  motives  of  your  communication,  be  it 
what  it  may." 

"  I  am  satisfied,"  replied  sir  William- 
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*'  First,  then,  my  lovely  friend,  you  must 
not  be  surprised  that  your  beauty,  talents, 
and  situation  in  life,  should  raise  you  many 
enemies  among  your  own  sex.  The  no- 
tice of  lord  D'Eresby  may  have  increased 
their  number ;  the  voice  of  calumny  has 
been  busy  with  your  name,  the  shafts  of 
slander  and  malice  have  long  been  aimed 
at  your  reputation;  I  have  studied  to 
ward  off  the  blow,  but  it  must  fall.  Un- 
fortunately, the  arrival  of  little  Donald 
gave  grounds  for  suspicion;  it  is  con- 
fidently asserted  Jiere,  that  the  sweet  boy 
has  a  still  stronger  claim  to  the  maternal 
fondness  you  bestow  on  him  than  that 
which  you  acknowledge.  Do  you  for- 
give me,  JNIary,  or  does  my  candour  of- 
fend?" 

^'  Go  oil,  sir  WilHam,  my  mind  is  pre- 
pared  to  hear  the  worst,"  said  Mary,  agi- 
tated almost  to  fainting. 

"  Appearances  have  not  been  wanting 
to  shake  the  esteem  of  those  most  warmly 
VOI-,  v,  I 
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attached  to  you,"  continued  sir  William^, 
"  the  recent  visit  of  the  Highland  officers'' 
— Mary  started  back  in  wild  dismay. 

"  The  strong  resemblance  which  one  of 
them  bears  to  the  infant  Donald,  and,  above 
all,  his  visit  to  yourself,  which  is  known 
only  to  me,  has,  shall  I  confess  it?  even 
made  me  suspect  the  truth  of  your  asser- 
tion respecting  that  child — Ah,  Heavens ! 
i  have  said  too  much.  JNIary,  my  sweet 
Mary — my  sister — ^my  friend !  look  up,  I 
have  been  to  blame." 

Sir  William  flew  to  the  next  room  for  a 
glass  of  water. 

*•  I  am  better  now,"  said  Mary,  bursting 
into  tears ;  "  do  not  be  alarmed,  sir  ^¥il- 
iiam,  I  am  inured  to  pain ;  I  have  lived 
to  witness  the  destruction  of  all  my  hopes, 
to  see  myself  bereft  of  nearly  all  that  is 
dear  to  me,  and  now  I  must  endure  the 
heavy  loss  of  your  esteem — a  loss  I  fear  ir- 
reparable." 

"  No,  Mary ;  in  spite  of  reason,  in  spite 
of  myself,  you  will  ever  be  dear  to  me ; 
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thus  far  have  I  dared  to  risk  your  displea- 
siu-e :  the  promise  I  made  to  our  sainted 
friend,  the  likeness  you  bear  to  my  first 
love,  are  claims  upon  my  heart  which  I 
cannot  resist;  yet  how  joyfully,  Mary, 
would  I  strip  myself  of  every  worldly  lux- 
ury and  comfort,  could  I  but  be  assiu-ed 
that  my  suspicions  were  unfounded; 
would  to  God  that  I  was  deemed  worthy 
of  your  confidence !" 

"  Alas !  sir  William,  the  proof  <!if  my 
innocence,  when  known  to  you,  will 
wound  you  more  deeply  than  your  present 
suspicions.  Before  I  leave  this  house, 
your  wishes  shall  be  gratified ;  let  the  as- 
surance, however,  that  our-de^  Mrs.Chud- 
leigh  knew  the  whole  of  my  unhappy  his- 
tory convince  you,  that  as  she  deemed  me 
worthy  of  her  esteem  and  love,  I  cannot 
be  wholly  undeserving  of  your  friendship." 

"  I  live,  I  breathe  again,"  cried  sir  Wil- 
liam, with  animation.  "  Whatever  may  be 
my  private  feelings,  yet  let  me  do  justice 
to  those  of  lord  D'Eresby,  who^  notwitli- 
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standing  the  mystery  of  your  situation, 
and  the  invidious  remarks  of  his  friends, 
is  yet  willing  to  raise  you  to  his  own  rank 
in  society.  Are  you  still  in  the  same 
mind,  Mary  ?  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  re- 
tract?" 

^*  JMy  determination  is  unalterable." 

Sir  William  now  hastened  to  his  lord- 
ship, to  whom,  in  the  most  delicate  man- 
ner, he  communicated  the  reply  of  JMary. 

"  Sweet  girl !"  exclaimed  the  baron, 
"  since  she  has  so  generously  consented 
to  overlook  my  rashness,  I  will  not  despair 
of  gaining  at  last  the  possession  of  her 
hand." 

Mary,  who  had  returned  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, felt  some  embarrassment  on  the 
entrance  of  lord  D'Eresby;  it  increased 
when,  as  her  brother  rose  to  take  leave, 
she  saw  him  followed  by  his  lordship. 
After  an  absence  of  nearly  an  hour,  they 
both  came  back,  lord  D'Eresby  having 
.prevailed  on  George  to  sleep  there  that 
jiight.  It  was  now  that  INIary  began  to 
dread  the  consequences  of  lord  D'Eresby's 
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attachment ;  slie  justly  concluded  that  she 
liad  been  the  subject  of  their  private  con- 
ference, and  feared  to  encounter  the  per- 
suasions of  her  brother,  who  could  not  be 
expected  easily  to  relinquish  the  hope  of 
seeing  her  united  to  so  desirable  a  man. 

The  next  morning,  after  breakfast, 
George,  whose  sanguine  hopes  were  once 
more  raised  by  the  prospect  of  his  sister 
becoming  the  wife  of  lord  D'Eresby,  im- 
patiently waited  to  see  her  rise  from  table ; 
but  Mary,  who  trembled  at  the  idea  of 
w^hat  would  be  their  conversation,  con- 
tinued yet  to  hnger  on  her  seat.  Violante 
asked  her  to  walk,  but  her  father  made  an^ 
excuse  to  detain  her  at  home ;  and  thus 
was  she  compelled  reluctantly  to  retire  to 
her  chamber,  whither  her  brother  accom-- 
panied  her. 

George  immediately  began  the  subject 
nearest  his  heart ;  he  represented  to  her 
the  advantages  which  would  arise  from  so 
desirable  an  union ;  then  appealed  to  her 
maternal  feehngs,  by  setting  forth  the  be- 
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nefit  which  her  child  would  derive  froir^ 
her  giving  him  a  father-in-law  of  such  in- 
terest and  consequence  as  lord  D'Eresby. 
— "  Think,  dearest  IMary,"  said  he,  ten-^ 
derly,  "  think  that  the  future  fortune^, 
nay,  perhaps  happiness  of  your  child  rests 
upon  your  present  decision.  His  lordship,, 
with  the  noblest  generosity,  has  proposed 
to  settle  upon  you  an  annuity,  transferable 
to  whom  you  please.  I  felt  the  delicacy 
of  his  conduct  the  more,  as  I  was  convinced 
that  he  suspected  who  was  the  mother  of 
Donald.  My  honour  was  called  upon  to 
confide  in  his  ;  a  few  words  discovered  to- 
him  who  you  were,  and  the  truth  of  his 
suspicions;  his  affection  was  only  increased 
by  the  disclosure,  and  he  became  doubly 
anxious  to  raise  you  to  a  rank  in  life  which 
would  enable  you  to  do  justice  to  the  child 
whom  your  fatal  confidence  has  robbed  of 
his  birthright.  JMary,  you  know  with 
what  ardour  I  have  anticijxited  such  an 
event  as  this ;  you  know  how  my  soul  has 
longed  to  see  you  exalted  to  such  an  es* 
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tablishment  as  the  one  now  offered  you  ; 
my  happiness,  as  well  as  that  of  your  son^ 
now  rests  with  yourself" 

"  Alas,  alas !"  exclaimed  Mary,  raising 
her  streaming  eyes  towards  heaven,  "  when 
will  my  sorrows  end  ?  oh !  had  not  the 
cry  of  my  infant  staid  my  phrenzied  hand, 
the  heart  of  his  mother  would  not  have 
been  exposed  to  this  new  misfortune.  My 
brother,  why  have  you  forced  me  to  re-^ 
gret  that  the  sword  of  Monteith  did  not 
put  an  end  at  once  to  my  life  and  mise-^ 
ries  ?" 

"  Mary,  jMary !  you  distract  me,"  replied 
George,  walking  hastily  up  and  down  the 
chamber ;  "  I  will  not  for  the  pi^esent  urge 
my  wishes ;  but  dearly  as  I  love  you^ 
Mary,  I  will  not  tamely  give  up  the  idea: 
of  seeing  you  the  Vvife  of  lord  D'Eresby. 
Remember,  Mary,  it  is  not  every  man 
that  would  thus  nobly  receive  into  his  fa- 
mily a  woman  of  blasted  character." 

Angry  and  mortified,  he  quitted  the 
apartment,  leaving  his  sister  in  a  state  of 
mind  that  was  calculated  to  excite  pity 
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more   than   indignation.     The   fortunate 
entrance  of  Violante  gave  relief  to  her  feel- 
ings ;  she  repeated  what  had  passed  be- 
tween her  and  George,  while  Miss  D'Eres- 
by  hung  over  her  in  tender  compassion^ 
and  kissed  away  the  trickling  tears  as  they 
fell — «  Beloved  Mary  !"  said  Violante,  em- 
bracing her,  "  dearly  as  I  should  like  to 
see  you  the  wife  of  my  father,  because  I 
think  I  should  then  be  secure  of  your  so- 
ciety, yet  I  am  certain  that  neither  hi* 
lordship  nor  myself  would  purchase  our 
happiness  at  the  expence  of  one  sigh,  one 
tear   of  thine.     Cease  then  to  weep,  my 
lovely  friend ;  the  heart  of  my  father  is  too 
kind,  too  good,  to  add  for  a  moment  to 
your  afflictions.     Be  comforted,  my  dear 
Mary,  all  is  for  the  best ;  I  thought  not 
always  so,  but  the  distress  I  now  see  you 
in,   a   distress  partly  occasioned   by    the 
harshness  of  Mr.  Fitzroy,  has  convinced 
me  that  the  gentle  and  yielding  nature  of 
Edgar  is  more  suited  to  mine  than  that  of 
your  brother.     Come,  Mary,  look  up ;  I 
am  confident   that  my  father,   when  he 
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knows  the  constancy  of  your  heart,  will 
be  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  increase 
your  sorrows." 

JMary,  a  little  comforted  by  the  assu- 
rance of  Violante,  dried  her  tears,  and  then 
confided  to  her  what  had  been  the  subject 
of  sir  William's  conversation — "  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  speak  to  him,  I  fear,  upon  so 
painful  a  topic ;  but  if  not,. I  will  write  an 
account  of  my  misfortunes  ;  and  you,  my 
Violante,  shall  give  it  him  on  the  morning, 
of  my  departure." 

The  two  friends  now  agreed  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Mrs.  Byron,  to  whom  JMary  was 
impatient  to  relate  the  cause  of  her  fresh- 
vexation. 

When  all  the  family  met  at  dinner,  the 
attentions  of  lord  D'Eresby  to  Mary  were 
so  tender,  yet  so  respectful,  that  she  ven- 
tured to  raise  her  eyes  towards  him  in 
friendly  confidence,  while  those  of  sir 
William  watched  hers  in  anxious  doubt — 
"  My  Violante,"  said  lord  D'Eresby,  "  I 
promised  that  you  and  your  valuable 
I  3 
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friend  should  not,  if  possible,  be  separated. 
My  solicitude  for  your  happiness,  and,  I 
may  add,  my  own,  has  led  me  to  desire 
that  my  town -house  may  be  immediately 
got  ready  for  our  reception.  Your  friend 
will,  therefore,  only  be  in  London  a  few 
days  before  yourself  Lady  Estifania  has 
kindly  consented  to  accompany  us;  sir 
William,  I  know,  is  desirous  of  seeing  his 
sister,  lady  Victoria  Volatile ;  and  Edgar, 
of  course,  will  not  be  extremely  sorry  at 
the  opportunity  of  presenting  to  his  fa- 
ther his  future  daughter-in-law/' 

The  heart  of  Mordaunt  throbbed  with 
rapture,  that  of  George  felt  a  momentary 
stoppage,  while  the  face  and  bosom  of  Miss 
D'Eresby  were  crimsoned  witli  blushes. 
This  agreeable  information  seemed  to  de- 
light all  who  were  present,  none  more 
than  Violante,  who  rose  from  her  seat,  and 
fhnmnof  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  her 
ilither,  thanked  him  for  his  readiness  to 
oblige  her. 

"  My  dearest  Violante,"  said  his  lord- 
ship, "  your  happiness  is  dearer  to  me  than 
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my  own  ;  but  in  this  instance  little  merit 
is  due  to  me.  Miss  Seymour  has  contrived 
to  gain  so  entirely  the  heart  of  father  and 
daughter,  tliat  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  idea 
of  her  absence  should  be  insupportable  to 
us  both." 

"  And  pray,  my  lord,"  cried  lady  Esti^ 
fania  Dorville,  "  let  me  also  be  included 
with  yourself  and  my  niece;  Miss  Sey- 
mour is  a  great  favourite  of  mine,  as  well 
as  her  cousin..  Were  I  a  younger  woman, 
Mr.  Fitzroy,  this  confession  w^ould  not  be 
quite  so  proper." 

George  kissed  her  hand  with  vivacity— 
"  Your  ladyship  does  me  infinite  honour,"' 
he  replied ;  "  such  an  avowal  is  more  flat- 
tering to  my  vanity,  because  I  have  no 
reason  to  doubt  its  sincerity,? 

It  was  impossible  for  Mary  not  to  feel 
the  delicacy  of  lord  D'Ercsby's  conduct 
towards  herself;  he  suffered  not  the  ar- 
dour of  his  passion  to  escape  hiin  otherwise 
than  by  his  looks,  or  by  a  gentle  pressure 
of  the  hand.  He  respected  the  feelings  of 
Mary,  he  respected  the  virtue  w^hich  had 


180  DONALD    MONTEITH. 

made  her  resign  the  man  of  her  choice, 
and  he  sincerely  sympathized  in  the  pain- 
ful mystery  it  had  obliged  her  to  adopt ; 
trusting,  therefore,  to  the  eloquent  plead- 
ings of  her  brother,  and  to  the  friendly 
sentiments  which  she  had  ever  evinced  for 
him,  lord  D'Eresby  forbore  to  urge  his 
suit  while  Mary  remained  under  his  roof — 
a  line  of  conduct  well  calculated  to  in- 
crease the  esteem  she  had  always  bore 
him. 

On  the  day  previous  to  her  departure, 
jMary  took  an  opportunity  of  informing 
sir  William  that  she  found  herself  un- 
equal to  the  fulfilment  of  her  promise ;  but 
that  slie  would  leave  with  Violante  a  let- 
ter, v/liich  was  to  be  delivered  to  him  after 
she  had  quitted  D'Eresby  House — "  If 
I  have  not  ahvays  acted  consistently  with 
your  good  advice — if  I  have  from  infancy 
suffered  my  heart,  more  than  my  liead,  to 
direct  my  actions,  do  not  withhold  from 
me  your  friendship;  my  sufferings  have 
been  severe,  my  punishment  has  followed 
my  offence." 
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An  indescribable  sensation  ruslied 
through  the  frame  of  sirWilham;  he  would 
have  thrown  himself  at  the  feet  of  IMary, 
but  she  had  flown. 

Next  morning,  by  break  of  day,  the  tra- 
velling carriage  of  lord  D'Eresby,  vv^hich 
was  to  convey  them  part  of  the  way  to 
London,  stopped  at  the  lodgings  of  JMrs. 
Byron,  who,  with  Sophy  and  little  Donald, 
returned  to  D'Eresby  House  to  breakfast. 
His  lordship  was  ready  to  receive  them  : 
taking  the  child  in  his  arms,  he  kissed  him 
affectionately,  as  he  placed  him  in  those 
of  his  blushing  mother — "  Sweet  boy  f 
said  his  lordship,  "  dared  I  to  trust  to  the 
wishes  of  my  own  heart,  this  house  would 
be  thy  future  home." 

He  paused  lest  he  should  offend. 

The  repast  concluded,  the  travellers 
now  took  leave  with  less  regret,  as  their 
separation  was  to  be  a  short  one.  George 
felt  himself  agitated,  as  he  took  the  soft 
hand  of  Violante  once  more  in  his ;  he 
raised  it  in  silence  to  his  lips,  then  gave  it 
to  jMr.  Mordaunt,  who,  no  longer  dread- 
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ing  him  as  a  rival,  cordially  offered  him 
his,  in  token  of  his  friendship. 

Lord  D'Eresby  now  conducted  Mary 
to  his  carriage;  the  fleetness  of  the  horses- 
soon  conveyed  the  beloved  inmates  from 
his  sight ;  a  sigh,  which  he  could  not  re- 
strain, escaped  him  as  he  re-entered  his 
magnificent  abode.  The  enchantress  of 
the  scene  was  gone,  and  it  no  longer  re- 
tained to  his  eyes  the  same  appearance  as 
before. 

Sir  William  flew  to  receive  his  promised 
letter  from  Violante ;  he  shut  himself  up- 
in  his  apartment,  nor  was  he  seen  agaiir 
imtil  the  dinner-bell  warned  him  that  it 
was  time  to  join  the  family.  It  is  impos- 
sible to  paint  the  astonishment,  grief,  and 
dismay  of  sir  William,  on  discovering  that* 
Mary  was  no  other  than  his*^  little  friend, 
the  object  of  his  first  and  tenderest  regard.' 
It  required  all  his  self-denial  to  restrain' 
his  impatience  to  follow  her  immediately, 
to  beg  her  forgiveness  for  his  injurious 
suspicions,  and  to  pour  out  his  whole  soul- 
to  her  whom  he  had  so  long  and  so  fondly 
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esteemed.  Reason,  however,  resumed  her 
empire  in  the  mind  of  the  reflective  sir 
WiUiam,  and  he  determined  to  remain 
where  he  was,  until  the  removal  of  the 
family. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


Maiiy  had  no  sooner  arrived  in  London, 
than  George,  after  seeing  her  safe  to  the 
friendly  cottage  of  Mrs.  Sutton,  hastened 
to  the  house  of  lady  Sarah  Fitzroy.  He 
found  her  ladyship  so  much  recovered  as 
to  be  able  to  sit  up  the  chief  part  of  the 
day,  and  so  desirous  of  making  amends 
for  her  uncharitable  neglect  of  his  sister, 
that  she  requested  him  to  bring  her  the 
pext  day,  and  commissioned  Delia  to 
write  and  invite  ^lary  to  take  up  her  re- 
sidence altogether  with  them.  Never  did 
the  dutiful  Delia  execute  with  more  real 
pleasure  than  the  present  her    motlier's 
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commands ;  and  George,  highly  delighted 
by  the  invitation  of  his  aunt,  hastened  back 
to  Hampstead  to  communicate  to  his  sis- 
ter the  pleasing  intelligence. 

Out  of  compliment  to  lady  Sarah,  Mary 
put  on  the  chain  and  cross  wjiich  her  lady- 
ship had  given  her,  and  then  accompanied 
her  brother  to  the  residence  of  her  aunt. 
The  tender  Delia  v/as  watching  impa- 
tiently for  the  sound  of  the  carriage 
wheels ;  she  flew  with  extended  arms  to 
bid  her  welcome ;  then  led  her  to  the 
chamber  of  her  mother.  Lady  Sarah  re- 
ceived her  niece  most  graciously ;  she 
even  went  so  far  as  to  confess  that  she  had 
acted  towards  her  unjustly,  but  hoped 
that  she  would  now  allow  her  the  oppor- 
tunity of  making  amends  for  her  past 
neglect.  Mary  respectfully  kissed  her 
hand,  assuring  her,  with  great  sweetness 
of  voice  and  manner,  that  on  her  part  all 
was  forgotten ;  her  ladyship  had  already 
made  her  amends  by  the  flattering  kind- 
ness of  her  reception. 

"  Then  I  hope,  my  child,"  said  lady 
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Sarah,  "  that,  as  a  proof  of  it,  you  will  in 
future  make  this  house  your  home.  DeUa 
will,  I  know,  be  happy  to  have  so  sweet  a 
companion ;  for  since  Sarah  married  and 
became  a  mother,  Barbara  and  Elizabeth 
pass  the  chief  part  of  their  time  wdth  her. 
Have  you  heard,  George,  what  the  news 
is?" 

Her  nephew  replied  in  the  negative. 

*'  We  are  all  extremely  anxious  for  the 
dispatches  to  arrive,"  continued  her  lady^ 
ship;  **  the  late  events  have  given  us  hopes' 
of  a  peace  at  last ;  but  the  present  rumour 
of  a  battle  has  thrown  Sarah  into  the 
deepest  distress,  lest  her  husband  should 
have  been  again  engaged." 

The  idea  of  a  battle  paled  the  cheek  of 
JMary,  who  shrunk  as  she  met  the  quick 
glance  of  her  brother.  The  tenderness  vi- 
sible in  tlie  dove-like  e3^es  of  Delia,  in 
some  degree  consoled  her,  as  she  felt  as- 
sured that  she  should  not  be  in  want  of 
the  sympathy  of  a  friend  in  the  moment 
of  affliction.  Before  the  hour  of  dinner, 
MiiYv   retired    to   Delia's   apartments   to 
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change  her  dress.  Here  she  received  the 
caresses  of  her  couj;in,  unrestrained  by  the 
presence  of  lady  Sarah,  and  here  they  en- 
joyed the  luxury  of  mutual  confidence. 

Delia  informed  Mary  that  her  mother 
had  been  so  pleased  by  her  constant  atten- 
tions during  her  illness,  that  she  had  al- 
lowed her  to  dii^miss  lord  Eodmyn,  who 
was  now  actually  paying  his  addresses  to 
her  sister  Elizabeth ;  and  that  lady  Saralr 
liad  even  gone  so  far  as  to  say  that  she 
should  have  the  liberty  of  choosing  for  her- 
self; a  higher  compliment  could  not  have 
been  paid  jier  by  lady  Sarah  Fitzroy,- 

In  the  dining-parlour  they  found  JNIrs. 
!Mornington  and  the  two  jNIiss  Fitzroys, 
who  had  just  arrived.  They  all  expressed 
the  greatest  pleasure  at  being  introduced 
to  the  sister  of  their  old  playfellow  and 
cousin ;  3^et  there  was  a  something  in  their 
manners  that  seemed  to  lean  too  much  ta 
the  hereditary  hauteur  of  their  mother.. 
Their  eyes  eagerly  ran  over  the  lovely 
form  and  fascinating  features  of  Mary ; 
JiUd  Elizabeth  inquired  of  Deha,  if  she  did 
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not  think  her  cousin  Mary  the  very  image 
of  the  Miss  Seymour  they  had  seen  with 
lady  Victoria  Volatile  ?  Their  brother,  sir 
Charles  Fitzroy,  soon  joined  them;  and 
^lary,  who  had  formerly  felt  disgusted  by 
the  freedom  of  his  large  black  eyes,  now 
received  the  kiss  of  her  fashionable  cousin 
with  a  grace  and  elegance  of  manner,  ac- 
companied by  the  native  blush  of  modesty, 
that  made  sir  Charles  half  repent  his  en-- 
gagements  to  his  intended  bride.  The 
news  of  the  day  was  now  discussed  by  sir 
Charles  and  George ;  but  as  yet  all  was  un- 
certain, and  poor  JNIrs.  jMornington  was. 
stiU  doomed  to  suffer  the  tortures  of  sus- 
pense. 

Lady  Sarah,  who  longed  to  be  among 
her  children,  for  the  first  time  since  her 
illness,  now  took  her  tea  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  she  saw  the  chain  and  cross  on  the 
bosom  of  JMary,  and  calling  lier  to  her 
.^ide,  embraced  her,  testifying  the  liveliest 
satisfaction  at  this  proof  of  her  generou^^ 
nature — "  My  children,"  said  she,  "  I  see 
by  your  looks  tliat  vou  feci,  as  I  do,  sin- 
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eerely  liappy  to  see  once  more  among  you 
your  early  companion,  George.  We  can^ 
not  better  sliew  our  love  for  him  than  by 
bestowing  it  on  his  sister ;  she  seems  to 
deserve  the  name  she  bears.  I  declare  I  am 
so  comfortable,  so  pleased,  and  so  much 
better,  that  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  dine 
witli  you  to-morrow.  Charles,  you  must 
bring  Bodmyn  and  Clifford,  with  his  sis- 
ter, your  wife-elect ;  I  wish  to  have  a  fa- 
mily-party. My  Delia,  both  your  sisters 
will  have  their  beaux,  what  shall  we  do  for 
you  ?" 

"  Oh,"  cried  EHzabeth,  gaily,  "  do  not 
trouble  yourself,  my  dear  miother,  to  pro^ 
vide  a  partner  for  Delia ;  no  one  can  ever 
suit  her  taste  as  well  as  cousin  George^ 
they  were  certainly  cut  out  for  each 
other." 

Delia  felt  tliat  she  looked  foolish  ;  her 
blushes  betrayed  the  state  of  her  heart, 
while  that  of  George  throbbed  with  sensa- 
tions not  xvholhj  new  to  him,  yet  certainly 
at  that  moment  unexpected. 

"  A  match,  a  match,  by  Cupid's  frolics !'» 
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exclaimed  sir  Ciiarles,  good-naturedly; 
"  the  blushes  of  Deha,  and  the  confusion 
of  George,  authorise  me  to  cry  a  match." 

"  Dear  Charles,  be  less  noisy,"  said  lady 
Sarah,  without,  however,  any  shew  of 
disapprobation  ;  "  let  me  have  a  little  mu- 
sic, Elizabeth ;  I  feel  as  if  it  would  be  of 
service  to  me," 

The  Miss  Fitzroys  were  capital  per- 
formers both  on  the  harp  and  piano ;  but 
George,  who  knew  that  for  taste  and  feel- 
ing his  sister  would  at  least  equal  them, 
said,  w^hen  they  had  finished,  *'  Mary,  will 
you  not  accompany  Delia  in  a  duet  on  the 
harp  ?  perhaps  my  aunt  would  like  to  hear 
jou." 

At  the  desire  of  lady  Sarah,  (who,  from 
motives  of  delicacy  alone,  had  forbore  to 
ask  her  niece),  JMary  now  rose  to  comply. 
Curiosity  was  visible  on  each  of  the  sisters' 
features,  except  those  of  Delia,  who,  in  a 
voice  nearly  as  sweet  as  her  cousin's,  now 
joined  ]\Iary  in  a  celebrated  Italian  duet. 
Lady  Sarah  and  her  daughters  were 
equally  surprised  and  pleased  at  the  dis- 
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play  of  INIary's  abilities  ;  and  before  tliey 
separated  for  the  night  were  perfectly  con- 
vinced that  they  should  not  have  to  blush 
for  her  want  of  those  accomplishments 
which  constitute  the  woman  of  fashion. 

Lady  Sarah,  in  particular,  rejoiced  to 
learn  from  George  the  versatility  of  his 
sister's  talents.  Had  she  been  ignorant 
and  uneducated,  the  odium  would  have 
fallen  on  herself;  as  it  was,  her  pride  felt 
gratified  in  ov/ning  her  for  a  niece.  Be- 
fore they  parted,  lady  Sarah  made  IMaiy 
promise  to  be  with  them  next  day  to  din- 
ner, and  from  that  time  to  continue  to  re- 
side with  her  as  well  as  her  brother. 

When  they  returned  to  Hampstead. 
Mrs.  Byron  expressed  a  generous  satisfac- 
tion at  learning  the  kind  reception  her  fa- 
vourite had  Tecelved  from  one  of  the 
proudest  W'Omen  in  England — "  I  must 
lose  you  at  last,  I  see,  my  Mary,"  said  she, 
endeavouring  to  repress  the  maternal  tear. 

"  My  more  than  parent,"  replied  IMary, 
as  she  embraced  her,  "  my  residence  at 
my  aunf  s  will  still  leave  mc  my  own  mis- 
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tress ;  I  shall  see  you  frequently,  I  shall 
still  be  your  adopted  daughter;  no  cir- 
cumstances can  ever  create  any  separation 
between  us,  but  a  temporary  one." 

"  Mary,"  said  her  brother,  tenderly, 
**  you  have  the  power  to  shorten  at  your 
pleasure  this  separation  irom  our  dear  Mrs. 
Eyron.  The  house  of  lord  D'Eresby  will 
be  open  to  receive  you,  your  child,  and 
this  valued  friend.  A  word  from  you, 
]Mary,  will  unite  us  all  under  one  roof." 

Mary  caught  her  boy  to  her  bosom ; 
could  she  have  forgotten  his  flither,  she 
felt  that,  for  the  sake  of  his  son,  she  was 
capable  of  making  the  sacrifice  of  her  own 
wishes. 

"  For  the  present,"  continued  George, 
^*  I  must  beg  of  our  mutual  friend  to  con- 
tinue her  maternal  care  of  this  child ;  he 
cannot  be  placed  any  where  so  happily  as 
liere,  where  every  individual  seems  to  ido- 
lize him.  Should  his  mother  refuse  to 
give  him  so  noble  a  protector  as  lord 
D'Eresby  is  willing  to  become,  the  boy 
then  is  mine." 
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Mary,  now  anxious  to  change  the  sub- 
ject, mentioned  her  anxiety  to  call  on  Mr. 
Graham,  to  whom  she  was  under  such  in- 
finite obligations. 

"  We  will  go  there  to-morrow,"  said  her 
brother ;  "  your  obligations  are  mine ;  I 
must  not  fail  to  express  my  gratitude  to 
one  who  has  acted  so  tenderly  towards  my 
sister.  Besides,  I  owe  him  a  debt,  w^hich, 
as  it  is  a  pecuniary  one,  thank  Heaven !  is 
in  my  power  to  repay." 

IVIorning  came,  and  George  accompanied 
his  sister  to  the  house  of  ]Mrs.  Monteith ; 
she  had  written  a  few  lines  to  ^Ir.  Gra- 
ham on  the  day  of  her  arrival  in  London, 
but  had  received  no  answer,  and  she  now 
felt  her  spirits  sink  as  she  saw  the  win- 
dows closely  shut.  Yet  they  might  have 
removed;  at  least  she  hoped  they  had. 
INIalcolm,  the  faithful  servant  of  Mr.  Gra- 
ham,  came  to  the  door  of  the  carriage ;  he 
bowed  respectfully  toJMary — his  eyes  were 
full  of  tears — he  let  down  the  step  ;  IMary 
got  out  in  silent  dread ;  George  w^as  about 
to  follow — "  Pardon  me,  sir,"  said  JNIal- 
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colm,    "  my  master  can  only   see   this 

lady." 

He  then  conducted  the  trembling  Mary 
into  a  back  drawing-room ;  all  was  dark, 
except  that  a  gleam  of  light  through  a 
small  opening  in  the  shutter  enabled  her 
to  discover  the  w^e-worn  form  of  Mr, 
Graham — "  My  child!"  said  he,  folding 
her  to  his  bosom,  "  alas !  I  no  longer  pos- 
sess any  other  but  you — my  Agnes  is  no 
more." 

His  ven^-able  head  sunk  on  the  shoul- 
AeY  of  ^lary ;  she  pressed  his  cheek  in  si- 
lent anguish;  he  felt  her  tears  mingle  with 
]iis  own,  and  his  heart  seemed  lighter  at 
this  proof  of  generous  tenderness.  He  led 
lier  to  a  sofa,  and  placing  himself  beside 
]ier,  said — "  Dearest  Mary !  had  you  but 
arrived  in  iovm  a  week  sooner,  the  wish 
of  my  poor  girl  would  have  been  gratified; 
she  longed  to  see  you ;  her  last  prayer  was 
for  your  happiness  and  that  of  Monteith." 

*'  Let  me  at  least  see  her  dear  remains,"* 
cried  Mary,   in  a  voice  of  real  sorrow; 

VOL,  v,  K 
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*' had  I  but  known  the  wish  of  Agnes, 
nothing  should  have  kept  me  from  her." 

"  You  cannot  see  her,  Mary,"  rephed 
the  afflicted  father,  "  already  is  the  lid 
screwed  down ;  to-day  the  mortal  remain»s 
of  my  amiable,  my  beloved  Agnes,  will  be 
consigned  to  the  grave.  The  departui-e 
of  Monteith  accelerated  her  death,  but 
God's  will  be  done ;  it  is  not  for  me  to 
murmur  at  the  decrees  of  Heaven — our 
separation  is  merely  temporal." 

Mary  raised  his  hand  to  her  lips — "  I 
would  not  leave  you,  my  dear  sir,"  said 
she,  "  but  that  my  brother  is  waiting  my 
return.  To-morrow  I  will  see  you  again; 
I  shall  be  in  town  at  my  aunt  Fitzroy's, 
and  will  call  and  breakfast  with  you:  alas! 
I  fear  that  I  shall  but  ill  supply  the  place 
of  my  sainted  friend." 

"  Dear  girl !"  exclaimed  the  imhappy 
father,  "  dear  girl !  I  thank  thee  for  thy 
intended  kindness,  but  in  three  days  I  set 
out  for  Scotland.  I  could  have  wished 
that  my  Agnes  had  been  buried  with  her 
ancestors;  but   it   was   her  desire  to   be 
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placed  within  the  walls  of  the  Abbey. 
JNIary,  you  know  her  love  for  you — you 
know  mine  also  ;*  but  my  heart  is  so  full 
of  grief  for  the  loss  of  my  beloved  child, 
that  I  feel  incapable  at  this  moment  of 
conveying  to  you  her  last  message;  to- 
morrow I  may  be  more  composed.'* 

Mary  tenderly  embraced  her  worthy 
friend ;  she  quitted  him  with  extreme  re- 
luctance>  while  the  heart  of  the  old  man 
felt  solaced  by  the  sympathy  which  beamed 
in  her  affectionate  countenance.  Georg^e 
heard  of  the  death  of  JMrs.  Monteith  with 
various  feelings  t  the  man  whom  he  con- 
ceived  his  deadliest  enemy  was  now  free 
to  claim  a  second  time  the  hand  of  his  sis- 
ter ;  this  would  not,  however,  legitimize 
his  son,  nor  restore  the  before  unsullied 
purity  of  his  mother's  fame.  Rather  than 
see  her  the  wife  of  Monteith,  he  resolved 
to  exert  all  his  influence  to  persuade  her  to 
marry  lord  D'Eresby,  whose  arrival  he 
now  looked  for  with  double  impatience. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room  at  lady 
K  2 
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Sarah's,  they  found  Deha  alone.  She  rose 
immediately  to  receive  her  cousins,  and 
taking  the  hand  of  Maiy,  said  with  joyful 
exultation,  "  Welcome,  my  beloved  cou* 
sin,  to  your  future  home !  oli,  how  happy, 
how  truly  happy,  your  presence  makes 
me !  but  when  am  I  to  see  my  Uttle  fa- 
vourite?" 

"  You  must  ask  George,  my  dearest 
Delia,"  replied  Mary ;  "  he  has  robbed  me 
of  my  darling.  Do  you  remember  your 
promise,  Delia  ?  I  claim  the  performance 
of  it  now." 

"  What  promise  ?"  said  George,  hastily, 
as  he  stood  before  them  looking  intently 
on  the  blushing  face  of  his  cousin. 

"  That  should  any  thing  rob  him  of  my 
protection,  Delia  would  become  his  mo- 
ther, and  you  his  father." 

George  pressed  the  hand  of  his  cousin 
fervently — "  My  dear  Delia,"  said  he, 
*'  your  kindness  to  my  sister,  at  a  time 
when  she  was  under  the  humiliating  ne- 
cessity, as  she  conceived  it,  of  going  by 
another  name,   has  sunk  deep  into  my 
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heart.  My  pride  is  gratified  by  the  recep- 
tion she  has  met  with  from  my  aunt,  and 
the  rest  of  the  family ;  but  it  is  something 
more  than  the  gratification  of  pride  which 
I  now  feel  on  beliolding  Delia  thejriend 
of  my  sister." 

At  dinner  G€orge  v/as  introduced  to 
the  lords  Clifford  and  Eodmvn,  the  des- 
tined  husbands  of  Baibara  and  Elizabeth: 
the  sister  of  the  former  was  the  lady  to 
whom  sir  Charles  Fitzroy  wajs  going  to  be 
married.  Again  the  subject  of  the  sup- 
posed news  was  discussed  by  the  gentle- 
men— "  It  is  rumoured,"  said  lord  Bod- 
myn,  "  that  we  have  had  a  sharp  engage- 
ment at  Orthes  ;  that  we  have  gained  the 
victory^  but  that  many  lives  are  lost,  among 
them  some  of  our  bravest  officers;  the 
Gazette,  I  dare  say,  will  be  out  to-night." 

"  Heaven  preserve  my  beloved  Morn- 
ington !"  said  his  wife,  with  trembling  ap- 
prehension :  "  do  you  know  what  regiments 
have  been  engaged  ?" 

^'Npt  exactly,"  replied  lord  Bodmyn, 
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"  but  it  is  said  that  the Highland  re- 
giment has  suffered  most." 

Mary  turned  sick,  the  paleness  of  death 
overspread  her  features  r  and  Delia,  who 
sat  next  her,  and  who  too  well  knew  the 
cause,  whispered  softly  in  her  ear  that  she 
must  not  give  credit  to  all  she  heard. 

The  Gazette  arrived.  ]Mary  dared  not 
remain  to  hear  it  read ;  she  stole  to  her 
chamber,  followed  by  the  watchful  Delia, 
who,  with  the  most  affectionate  solicitude, 
strove  to  soothe  her  spirits.  At  the  sound 
of  footsteps  the  heart  of  ^lary  palpitated 
with  such  violence  as  seemed  to  threaten 
her  existence — "  Do  not  leave  me,  Delia," 
said  she,  in  a  low  voice ;  "  I  feel  a  presenti- 
ment of  evil." 

George  entered ;  he  understood  the  be- 
seeching glance  of  Delia,  and  throwing 
•his  arms  round  his  sister's  fainting  form, 
he  kissed  her  affectionately,  saying — "  My 
Mary,  I  thought  you  more  of  a  heroine 
than  to  run  away  from  the  detail  of  a  bat- 
tle.      Colonel    Mornington     is     slightly 
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wounded,  and  poor  Sarah,  who  knows 
what  little  faith  is  to  be  placed  in  the  first 
Kiirried  accounts  of  an  eiigagement,  is  ter- 
ribly distressed ;  all  are  busy  in  offering 
her  consolation ;  it  will  appear  singular  if 
you  and  Delia  are  absent  much  longer." 

"  Are  all  our  friends  safe  ?"  inquired 
Mar}%  in  a  faltering  accent. 

*'  Friends  !"  repeated  her  brother  ;  then 
softening  the  tones  of  his  voice,  he  added, 
**  I  have  a  thousand  fears,  IMary,  on  your 
account ;  I  v/ould  not  for  the  universe  that 
you  should  expose  yourself  below.  Re- 
main here  while  Delia  gees  down ;  in 
about  half-an-hour,  all  except  Sarah  will 
be  gone  to  the  opera." 
-  Mary,  unable  to  bear  the  tortures  of 
suspense,  called  up  sufficient  courage  to 
ask  if  the  name  of  Monteith  was  in  the 
Gazette. 

"  It  is,"  replied  George ;  "  he  has  dis- 
tinguished himself  for  the  gallantry  of  his 
conduct  during  the  battle,  and  is  men- 
tioned in  terms  of  the  highest  praise  by 
liis  commander,  who  deeply  regrets  that 
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the  service  is  likely  to  lose  an  officer  of  so 
much  talent  and  braver}\" 

Mary  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  Delia, 
who  still  lingered  with  her  friend,  and 
who  now  sobbed  over  her  lifeless  form,  in 
all  the  anguish  of  a  distress  that  rendered 
her  incapable  of  affording  her  any  assist- 
ance. A¥ith  extreme  difficulty,  George, 
who  was  now  seriously  alarmed,  succeeded 
in  recalling  his  sister  to  life ;  Delia  pressed 
her  joyfully  to  her  bosom,  on  wliich  Mary 
continued  to  weep  for  some  time,  until 
her  brother  again  entreated  his  cousin  to 
return  to  the  drawing-room  till  after  the 
departure  of  her  sisters.  Most  unwillingly 
did  the  gentle  Delia  obey,  promising  not 
to  remain  a  moment  longer  than  was  ne- 
cessary. 

"  My  brother,"  said  Mary,  faintly,  "  I 
have  occasioned  you  much  trouble.  Oh 
that  I  was  now  lying  by  the  side  of  the 
happy  Agnes !  I  should  not  trouble  you 
again." 

"  Beloved  Mary  !  I  deserve  not  this  re- 
proach :  pardon  me,  if  in  the  moments  of 
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my  zeal  for  your  welfare,  I  have  said  or 
done  any  thing  to  wound  your  feelings.  I 
love  you,  INIary,  dearer  than  ever  brother 
loved  a  sister;  my  hopes  of  happiness,  nay, 
my  very  being,  depend  on  you.  Bear  up 
against  this  melancholy  intelligence,  my 
JNIary ;  INIonteith  was  already  dead  to  you." 

"  Ah^  Heaven !  and  is  he  indeed  dead?" 
exclaimedMary,  in  a  voice  of  indescribable 
horror. 

"  No,  ^lary,  but  I  fear  mortally 
wounded." 

Mary  placed  her  hand  on  her  heart,  as  if 
its  pulsation  was  ceasing.  George  became 
terrified  at  the  statue-Uke  appearance  of 
his  sister ;  he  clasped  her  passionately  to 
his  bosom — "  Mary,"  said  he,  "  I  shall  die 
if  you  continue  tlius ;  it  is  not  in  giving^ 
way  to  despair  that  a  noble  spirit  like- 
yours  should  shew  its  attachment.  The 
son  of  Monteith  has  now  a  double  claim; 
on  the  life  of  his  mother :  for  his  sake,.. 
Mary,  if  not  for  mine,  exert  yourself  once 
more  to  rise  superior  to  your  misfortunes;. 
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Think  that  the  spirit  of  Monteith  may 
ev€n  now  be  lool^ing  down  upon  the  mo- 
ther of  his  child,  who  thus  selfishly  resigns 
herself  to  unavailing  regrets." 

Mary  raised  her  head,  and  casting  h^- 
eyes  towards  heaven,  exclaimed — "  Blest 
spirit  of  my  adored  ^lonteith,  if  indeed 
thou  art  now  hovering  in  the  regions  of 
the  happy,  and  art  permitted  to  hold  com- 
munication with  earthly  bodies,  oh  watch 
over  her  who  is  destined  to  wander 
through  the  world  desolate  and  miserable, 
imcheered  by  tluj  voice,  unblest  by  thij 
presence !  And  thou,  oh  God  of  mercy, 
who  gavest  to  my  arms  the  pledge  of 
Monteith's  love,  give  to  his  almost  ex- 
hausted mother  strength  and  fortitude  to 
perform  her  duties,  and  '  to  enable  her  to 
live  for  him  I" 

*'  Glorious  Mary  !"  cried  George,  again 
embracing  her ;  "  may  thy  prayers  be 
heard!" 

Delia  now  returned,  and  after  tenderly 
kissing  the  pale  cheek  of  her  cousin,  told 
her  that  she  had  made  an  excuse  for  her  to 
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lady  Sarah,  and  that  she  need  not  go  down 
that  evening.  Poor  Mary,  as  might  be 
expected,  suffered  most  severely  from  this 
fatal  and  unexpected  calamity;  yet  she 
strove  to  appear  resigned^  and  even  cheer- 
ful, next  morning  when  she  met  her  aunt. 
According  to  her  promise,  she  breakfasted 
with  Mr,  GraJiam,  and  it  was  then  that  she 
ventured  to  give  way  to  her  stifled  feel- 
ings ;  it  was  then  that  the  words  of  com- 
fort reached  her  ear — "  While  there  is  Hfe 
there  is  hope." 

At  the  desire  of  Mr.  Graham,  Mary, 
after  their  melancholy  repast  was  over,  ac- 
companied him  to  Hampstead,  that  he 
niight  take  leave  of  Mrs.  Byron,  and  em- 
brace tlie  dear  child  of  his  son-in-law. 
From  the  lips  of  her  maternal  friend,  IMary 
again  received  the  delightful  assuran»ie 
tliat  she  still  might  allow  herself  to  liope, 
as  there  had  been  suiTlcient  time  between 
the  battle  and  the.  arrival  of  the  dispatches 
to  have  ascei-tained  tlie  death  of  JMontelth. 
A  little  more  tranquil  in  her  mind,  Mary 
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now  returned  to  lady  Sarah's,  where  her 
brother  and  sir  William  Beaufort  were 
waiting  impatiently  to  conduct  her  to  lord 
D'Eresby's. 

The  feelings  of  sir  William  could  not 
be  checked  by  the  presence  of  young  Fitz- 
roy;  he  no  sooner  beheld  his  first  love, 
his  little  friend,  for  whose  happiness  he  had 
nightly  offered  up  a  prayer  to  Heaven, 
than  falling  on  one  knee  before  her,  and 
pressing  her  hand  tenderly  to  his  lips,  he 
said — "  Thus  let  me  sue  for  pardon,  dear*- 
est  ^lary,  thus  let  me  entreat  your  for- 
giveness, for  ever  having  doubted  the  pu- 
rity of  your  actions.  Oh,  you  well  know 
with  what  romantic  constancy  I  have 
treasured  up  the  remembrance  of  our 
early  friendship,  with  what  anxiety  I  have 
made  every  inquiry  concerning  you ;  and 
nov/  that  I  at  length  have  obtained  the 
wish  of  my  soul,  I  find  myself  at  a  loss  to 
express  the  struggle  that  is  within  me. 
Yet  say,  dearest  Mary,  v>^ill  you  once  more 
receive  into  your  friendship  a  man  who, 
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tliough  too  honourable  to  infringe  on  the 
claims  of  lord  D'Eresby,  is  nevertheless 
ready  to  devote  himself  to  your  service?" 

"  Rise,  sir  William,"  replied  INIary ;  "  if 
pardon  is  to  be  asked,  it  must  be  bestowed 
by  yourself;  it  is  /  that  have  erred,  in  not 
confiding  to  you  before  the  sad  history  of 
my  sorrov/s.  JVIy  brother,  you  know  not, 
that  when  I  was  a  mere  girl,  chance  in- 
troduced me  to  the  knowledge  of  sir  Wil- 
liam ;  our  acquaintance  was  short,  but  to 
him  I  am  indebted  for  the  best,  the  most 
disinterested  advice  I  ever  received.  Had 
I  followed  it,  alas  !  how  many  heart-aches 
should  I  have  escaped !  my  obligation  is 
still  the  same ;  and  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
it  is  greatly  enhanced  by  the  generous  and 
secret  kindness  with  wdiich  he  has  con-^ 
ducted  himself  towards  you.  Nay,  sir 
William,  do  not  frown  on  me  ;  you,  and 
you  only,  are  the  unknown  friend  of  my 
brother." 

George  sprang  forward  and  caught  the 
band  of  sir  William — ^'  My  friend !  my 
benefactor '/'  exclaimed  the  youthful  h^ro, 
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"  at  length  I  am  permitted  to  behold  the 
man  through  whose  disinterested  good- 
ness I  have  been  raised  thus  early  in  life 
to  what  I  am." 

"  No  more,  I  beseech  you,"  said  sic 
William,  falling  on  his  neck  ;  "  all  that  I 
have  done,  and  more,  you,. George,  have 
deserved;  I  promised  your  sister,  when 
she  was  but  a  child,  to  patronise  lier  bro- 
ther ;  it  is  the  only  wish  of  my  heart  that 
fortune  has  suffered  me  to  realize.  Eut, 
away  with  selfi^4i  feelings;  your  hand; 
Fitzroy ;  command  my  interest  to  the  ut-: 
most — all  that  superior- wealth  has  given 
me  is  yours ;  let  us  mutually  strive  how 
best  we  can  secure  the  peace  and  happir 
ness  of  this  dear  woman  ;  ncw^  let  us  go  to 
lord  D'Eresby's.  jSTary,my  sister,  my  lit-r 
tie  friend,  you  ^vill  not,  in  t}ie  presence  of 
your  brother,  withhold  from  ine,  your 
sage  advise?^  the  privilege  of  an  old  acr 
miaintance." 

A  faint  tinge  of  red  coloured  the  fair 
cheek  of  ]Mary  as  she  felt  the  pressiu'e  of 
his  lips  to  hei's.     Sir  AVilliam  trembled; 
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lie  held  her  for  a  moment  in  his  arms ; 
tlien  recalling  his  self-command,  he  gave 
one  hand  to  her  brother,  while  with  the 
other  he  conducted  her  to  his  carriacre, 
which  was  in  waitino\ 

The  joy  of  Violante  at  being  again 
united  to  her  favourite  friend  was  as  \uU 
bounded  as  her  spirils ;  while  that  of  her 
father  was  damped  by  tlie  paleness  and 
languor  of  IMary's  looks,  which  were,  how- 
ever, accounted  for  by  George,  as  soon  as 
his  sister  had  withdrawn  with  Miss 
D'Eresby.  Both  sir  William  and  his  lord- 
ship, though  each  strongly  attached  to 
Mary,  were  too  generous  to  feel  any  thing 
like  exultation  at  the  probable  death  of  a 
brave  man.  Even  George  seemed  to  catch 
from  them  a  portion  of  pity  for  the  fate  of 
one  wdio,  biameable  vAih  respect  to  his 
conduct  tov/ards  Mary,  was  nevertlieless 
an  object  of  sympathy.  Had  he  not  been 
treacherously  deceived  himself,  the  cha- 
racter of  Monteith  would  have  been  un- 
sullied. 
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CHAPTEE.  VII. 


The  warm  affection  winch  IMiss  D'EresBjr 
entertained  for  JMary  would  have  robbed' 
the  gentle  Delia  of  a  large  portion  of  her 
cousin's^  time,  had  not  lady  Sarah^  wha' 
now  appeared  as  anxious  to  indtdge  every 
wish  of  her  niece  as  she  had  before  been 
to  avoid  her,  invited  the  family  of  his  lord- 
ship to  lier  house,  even  more  frequently 
than  some  of  her  own  acquaintance.  By 
this  mean»  Delia  was  seldom  separated 
from  Mary,  as  she  never  failed  to  accom- 
pany her  when  she  spent  the  day  vrith 
Violante.  It  was  1  y  seeing  the  two  un- 
known rivals  together,  that  George  be- 
came more  and  more  convinced  that  Deha 
in  reality  was  the  woman  best  calcidated 
to  make  him  happy  as  a  wife ;  of  her  ten- 
derness he  had  never  doubted,  and  he  now 


DOXALD    MONTEITH.  209^ 

resolved  to  ask  tlie  consent  of  his  aunt  to  be 
allowed  to  regard  her  as  his  destined  bride. 

Lady  Sarah  smiled  on  him  encou- 
ragingly— "  Yes,  my  dear  nephew,"  said 
her  ladyship,  "  you  have  my  free  permis- 
sion to  marry  Delia  whenever  you  like  :  I 
know  of  no  young  man  that  deserves  her 
so  much  as  yourself;  I  am  pleased  at  the 
compliment  you  have  just  paid  me,  be- 
cause I  know  you  have  too  mvich  honour 
to  seek  the  hand  of  my  daughter  unau- 
thorised by  me." 

This  circumstance  gave  general  satisfac- 
tion to  all  the  friends  of  George.  Delia 
was  happy,  happy  bej^ond  description. 
Violante  felt  a  little  awkward  at  first,  but 
the  tenderness  of  Edgar  Mordaunt  allayed 
the  temporary  regret ;  and  Mary,  though 
almost  lost  to  all  worldly  enjoy ments^ 
nevertheless  rejoiced  at  the  promised  hap- 
piness of  her  bix)ther  with  the  gentle  and 
amiable  Delia.  Her  own  situation  was 
far  from  enviable  ;  though  acknowledged 
as  the  niece  of  the  proud  lady  Sarah  Fitz- 
roy,  though  surrounded  by  relations  wha 
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esteemed,  and  friends  who  loved  her,  yet 
the  soul  of  IMary  was  cheerless  and  im- 
blest.  Uncertain  of  the  fate  of  him  she 
adored,  igfiorant  as  to  his  even  being  in 
existence,  every  moment  that  she  could 
steal  from  observation  was  devoted  to 
prayer,  and  to  the  contemplation  of  his 
heavenly  features. 

Every  tiling  that  affection  could  devise 
was  sought  for  by  loixi  D'Eresby  to  win 
3Iary  from  her  sorrows;  with  the  delicacy 
of  true  love,  his  lordship  cautiously  avoid- 
ed hinting  at  the  subject  nearest  his  own 
heart.  Sir  William,  true  to  his  friend; 
and  alive  only  to  the  peace  of  IVIary,  con- 
cealed within  his  breast  his  love,  but  not 
his  pity.  He  made  every  inquiry  concern- 
ing the  wounds  of  JMonteith,  but  could 
gain  no  satisfactory  information ;  yet, 
doubtless,  his  family  were  informed  if  he 
still  existed,  and  to  them  he  next  applied. 
The  father  of  IMonteith  answered  the 
letter  of  sir  William ;  his  mind  also  was 
distracted  with  doubt  and  fear;  he  had 
not  heard  from  his  son  since  his  departvu'e 
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from  England,  and  felt  almost  inclined  to 
believe  that  he  was  dead.  Even  Mr.  Gra- 
ham had  not  heard  from  him  ;  and  sir 
William,  vexed  and  disappointed  forbore 
to  mention-  to  Mary  the  applications  he 
had  thus  fruitlessly  made. 

The  chsange  which  now  took  place  in 
the  state  of  public  affairs,  and  the  arrival 
of  the  long-wished-for  blessings  of  peace, 
gave  jNIrs.  INIornington  hopes  of  soon  em- 
bracing her  husband.  General  Volatile, 
with  some  of  the  officers,  were  on  their  re- 
turn ;  all  was  hope  and  expectation,  joy 
and  delight ;  every  face  but  that  of  Mary 
beamed  with  smiles  of  anticipated  rap- 
ture ;  hers  alone  bespoke  a  soul  dead  to 
the  exhilarating  scenes  around  her. 

Unable  to  find  eternal  excuses  for  not 
attending  her  cousins  into  public,  Mary 
unwillingly  consented  to  accompany  them 
to  a  ball,  to  which  the  whole  family,  with 
that  of  lord  D'Eresby,  had  been  invited. 
As  she  had  declined  dancing,  his  lordship 
and  sir  William  either  walked  with  her 
through  the  rooms,  or  sat  by  her,  endea* 
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vouring  to  call  forth  once  more  the  smile 
of  pleasure  on  her  pensive  features. 

At  the  sound  of  her  name,  uttered  in  a 
well-known  voice,  Mary  raised  her  eyes— • 
"  It  is,  it  is  herself!  my  dear,  dear  jMary!" 
said  a  lady,  v/hom  Mary  immediately 
knew  to  be  Arabella,  the  companion  of  her 
childhood.  "  Oh,  I  am  so  glad  I  have 
found  you  at  last!"  cried  Mrs.  Clinton^ 
seizing  her  hand,  "  I  have  been  so  mise- 
rable on  your  account." 

Mary  returned  the  friendly  pressure  of 
Arabella,  and  they  retired  to  the  refresh-^ 
ment-chamber,  where,  after  mutual  ex- 
planations, and  interchanges  of  affectionate 
confidence,  Arabella  led  her  recovered 
friend  into  the  card-room,  when  in  an  in- 
stant they  were  joined  by  her  husband. 
The  delight  of  Arabella  did  not  exceed 
that  of  Mr.  Clinton ;  his  eyes,  his  voice, 
his  manners,  all  testified  the  happiness 
which  this  unex}>ected  meeting  had  oc- 
casioned ;  and  Mary,  Vv  ho  learnt  that  her 
old  enemy,  the  ci-devant  Mrs.  Scorpion, 
was  put  of  town  with  her  husband,    sir 
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Walter  Blenheim,  promised  to  spend  the 
next  day  with  Arabella,  who  every  now 
and  then  was  obliged  to  turn  aside  hey 
head,  to  wape  away  the  tear  of  pleasure, 
wdiich  however  was  not  unmixed  with 
that  of  pain, 

IMary  also  felt  gi-atified  by  this  reunion 
with  Arabella,  whose  affection  was  now 
beyond  all  doubt  sincere.  She  introduced 
Mr.  and  JMrs.  Clinton  to  George,  and  then 
to  her  cousins,  who  immediately  invited 
the  friends  of  jMary  to  visit  her  at  tlieir 
mother's.  The  reception  Mary  met  with 
the  next  day  from  Arabella  and  her  hus- 
band was  such  as  to  render  all  conceal- 
ment vain.  Mr.  Clinton,  unable  either  to 
restrain  his  joy  at  meeting  with  her  after 
all  the  searches  he  had  made,  or  to  hide  his 
intimacy  with  Monteith,  repeated  to  her 
what  had  passed  between  them  at  Bath, 
the  confidence  which  Monteith  had  placed 
in  him,  and  the  agonies  of  himself  and  wife, 
at  being  unable  to  discover  her  residence. 
"  But  we  have  found  you  at  last,  my 
sweet  friend,"  said  he,  kissing  her  hands 
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affectionately ;  "  and  nothing  I  hope  will 
again  occur  to  disunite  you  and  my  Ara* 
bella." 

Mrs.  Clinton  embraced  JMary  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  as  slie  thought  of  the  spiteful, 
but  too  prophetic  words  of  her  mother — - 
**  Let  us  go  to  Hampstead  this  evening, 
my  dear  JMary,"  said  she,  "  and  bring  back 
with  us  Mrs.  Byron  and  your  beloved 
boy ;  I  long  to  see  him.  Dear  fellow  !  he 
will  be  a  nice  playmate  for  my  little  girls." 

The  two  children  of  Arabella  were  now 
introduced,  and  JNIary  bestowed  on  them 
those  caresses  and  endearments  which  are 
sure  to  gain  the  heart  of  a  mother.  JNIrs. 
Clinton  gazed  on  them  with  pride  and  af- 
fection, then  on  their  father,  and  inwardly 
prayed  to  God  that  she  might  yet  see  her 
lovely,  injured  friend  as  bappy  as  herself 

IMary,  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  behold 
her  darling  boy,  readily  consented  to  the 
proposal  of  her  former  companion ;  and 
they  therefore  proceeded  to  Hampstead, 
where  the  moment  Charles  Clinton  beheld 
the  beautiful  features  of  the  dishiherited 
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child  of  his  absent  friend,  he  could  not 
iivoid  exclaiming,  "  It  is  his  very  image ! 
it  is  MonteJth  in  miniatm-e." 

At  the  soimd  of  that  name  every  nerve 
in  the  frame  of  Mary  vibrated,  as  she  re- 
membered that  the  adored  fath2r  of  her 
son  was  perhaps  ere  now  numbered  with 
the  dead.  Her  spirits  forsook  her,  and  she 
burst  into  a  violent  flood  of  tears  as  she 
strained  his  child  to  her  bosom.  Tlie  ten- 
derness of  her  newly-recovered  friends,  the 
maternal  soothings  of  Mrs.  Byron,  at 
length  had  power  to  tranquillize  her  mind, 
and  she  felt  some  relief  by  her  venerable 
friend  consenting  to  return  witli  lier  and 
pass  a  week  with  Mrs.  Clinton, 

*•'  Hope  every  thuig  still,  my  dear 
Mary,"  cried  Arabella,  as  she  tenderly  em- 
braced the  smiling  Donald ;  '•'  as  no  ac- 
counts have  been  received  that  Monteith 
,  died  of  his  wounds,  it  is  more  than  pro- 
bable that  he  yet  Uves,  and  that  my  Charles 
will  be  the  first  to  hear  from  him." 

There  is  a  something  in  the  voice  of 
Hope  which  no  human  bosqm  is  able  to 
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reject ;  and  Mary,  wretclied  and  almost  be- 
reft of  hope,  yet  felt  an  indescribable  sen- 
sation pervade  her  soul  at  these  words  of 
Arabella.  She  even  smiled,  on  their  re- 
turn, to  see  the  innocent  delight  which 
her  lovely  boy  evinced  at  the  sight  of  his 
fair  and  youthful  playmates,  while  the 
hearts  of  Clinton  and  his  Arabella  thrilled 
with  generous  pleasure  as  they  beheld  the 
idol  of  the  unfortunate  Monteith  and  her 
bloomino-  cherub  beneath  their  roof 

George  came  in  the  evening;  he  was 
surprised  at  the  unexpected  sight  of  Mrs. 
Byron  and  his  nephew ;  a  momentary 
gloom  overspread  his  features,  but  the 
triendly  warmth  by  which  he  was  wel- 
comed by  Mr.  Chnton  to  his  house  soon 
dispersed  liis  ill-humour;  and  though 
highly  instated  by  the  treatment  his  sister 
had  met  with  from  Mrs.  Clinton's  mother, 
yet  the  real  affection  which  Arabella 
evinced  for  Mary  prevented  George  from 
including  her  in  his  just  displeasure. 

When  Mary  accompanied  Arabella  and 
Mrs.  Byrouik)  the  nursery  to  see  her  httle 
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darling  put  to  bed,  Clinton,  who  had 
been  informed  of  the  state  of  his  visitor's 
feelings  with  respect  to  Monteith,  felt  the 
anxiety  of  a  friend  to  bring  up  his  name, 
and  to  endeavoin-  to  soften  down,  if  pos- 
sible, the  asperity  of  young  Fitzroy. 

George  himself  began  the  subject  by 
saying — "  You  will  pardon  me,  Mr.  Clin- 
ton, but  I  believe  you  w^ere  a  frequent 
guest  at  Mrs.  Scorpion's  while  my  sister 
resided  there?  perhaps  you  have  some 
knowledge  of  the  man  who  has  so  deeply 
injured  her  ?" 

"  I  have,"  replied  Clinton ;  "  a  more  un- 
fortunate man,  or  one  more  to  be  pitied, 
cannot  exist.  When  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted  v/ith  Mrs.  Scorpion,  the  beauty 
of  your  sister,  but  still  m.cre  that  name- 
less charm  that  dwells  in  every  look  and 
action,  caught  my  youthful  heart,  and  I 
became  one  of  her  sincere  admirers.  Mon- 
teith appeared,  and  bore  av/ay  the  prize.'' 

"  Yes,"  exclaimed  George,  in  a  burst  of 
passion,  "  he  bore  her  away  to  ruin,  mi* 
VOL.  V.  L 


£18  DONALD   MONTEITH. 

ser3%  and  dishonour;  but  if  he  still  lives 

"  Be  calm,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  good- 
natured  Clinton  ;  "  although  I  am  now  a 
husband  and  a  father,  and  perfectly  satis- 
fied with  my  flite,  yet  no  man  can  enter 
more  warmly  into  the  cause  of  your  sister 
than  I  do  ;  no  man  woidd  be  more  ready 
to  avenge  her  injuries." 

George  caught  his  hand,  and  grasped  it 
fiimly — "  My  friend,  my  noble  friend, 
you  have  bound  me  to  you  for  ever !  my 
sister  is  dearer  to  me  than  all  the  world ; 
dearer  than  life  or  fame :  ray  heart  already 
feels  lighter,  now  that  I  have  found  a  man 
to  whom  I  can  pour  forth  all  my  soul  in 
bitter  execrations  against  this  idol  of  the 
fair — this  wom.an's  darling,  whom  they 
have  dubbed  the  handsomest  man  of  the 
age.  Gh,  Heavens !  that  my  unhappy  sis- 
ter should  have  been  the  fated  victim  of 
his  treachery — the  innocent  sacrifice  to  his 
villany !'" 

"  Such  are  the  feelings  of  a  brother,"  re- 
plied Clinton,  mildly  ;  "  of  one  who  only 
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regards  the  injuries  of  a  lovely  and  esti- 
mable sister,  of  one  whose  mind  is  con- 
sequently prejvfdiced  against  the  cause  of 
them,  and  therefore  unable  to  judge  fairly 
of  the  character  and  principles  of  Mon- 
teith.  No  man  ever  loved  a  woman  with 
more  purity  of  passion,  more  excess  of  ten- 
derness,  than  he  did  your  sister ;  no  man 
ever  deserved  more  to  have  Ins  affection 
returned  with  the  same  enthusiasm  than 
Monteith." 

"  This  from  you  ?"  cried  George,  hastilv ; 
"  I  thought,  my  deer  sir,  that  you  entered 
into  my  disgrace ;  that  you  were,  in  fact, 
more  the  enemy  tiian  the  friend  of  captain 
Monteith." 

"  I  Imow  Monteith  ;  I  have  heard  his 
story,  I  have  witnessed  his  agonies,  and 
have  snatched  him.  myself  from  the  ruin 
into  which  he  was  madly  rushing,^'  replied 
Clinton,  with  tenrs  in  his  eyes;  "  how 
then  can  I  hate  the  man  to  whom  exist- 
ence is  a  burtlicn,  to  whom  life  became  a 
L  2 
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heavy  load  of  miser}%  the  moment  that  he 
was  robhed  of  his  Mary  ?" 

George  rose  from  l^.is  seat  and  paced  the 
room,  in  evident  agitation. 

"  If  I  blame  him  for  having  married 
your  sister,"  continued  Clinton,  "  before 
he  had  tried  the  legality  of  the  infamous 
forced  marriage  into  which  he  was  so 
sliamefully  betrayed,  I  blame  him  still 
more  for  yielding  to  the  virtuous  and  ge- 
nerous entreaties  of  his  Mary.  Never, 
while  I  had  breath,  would  I  have  relin- 
quished my  right  to  such  a  woman  as  your 
sister  ;  no  power  should  have  forced  me  to 
give  her  up,  after  she  had  once  consented 
to  be  mine." 

Clinton  said  this  with  a  warmth  which 
brought  back  George  to  the  chair  he  had 
quitted — "  If  I  may  give  credit  to  the  as- 
sertions'of  my  sister,"  said  he,  "  Monteith 
is  guiltless  of  that  charge ;  it  was  not  he 
Yv^ho  abandoned  her;  it  was  Mary,  who, 
from  a  sense  of  honour  and  of  justice, 
which  did  her  credit,  refused  tp  return  to 
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the  arms  of  a  man  whom  she  found  was 
no  longer  her  legal  husband." 

"  True,"  replied  Cimton ;  "  Monteith 
himself  repeated  the  same  to  me  when  I 
met  him  at  Eatli,  where  he  had  gone  for 
the  recovery  of  his  health :  never  shall  I 
forget  the  shock  I  felt  at  first  m.eeting 
with  him  after  his  severe  loss.  Deeply  as 
I  sympathized  in  the  sorrows  of  your  sis- 
ter, yet,  by  Heavens !  my  heart  bled  wlien 
I  beheld  those  of  the  wretched  Monteith : 
he  was  but  the  shadow  of  his  former  self. 
*  Chnton,'  said  he,  grasping  my  hand 
thus,  *  I  wish  not  to  live,  now  that  my 
adored  Mary  has  abandoned  me ;  a  false 
sentiment  of  honour  has  divided  us;  I 
have  complied  with  every  request  of  hers, 
except  one,  which  was  to  restore  her  pic- 
ture ;  I  feel  that  I  cannot  exist  without 
her,  and  that  must  be  buried  with  me.' 
Now  tell  me  sincerely,  my  dear  Fitzroy, 
can  I  refuse  to  so  desolate,  so  heart-brokeu 
a  wretch  as  Monteith,  my  pity  and  my 
friendship  ?" 

George  saw  the  tears  roll   down  the 
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cheeks  of  Clinton ;  he  felt  his  own  eyes 
moisten,  but,  ashamed  and  angry  with  him- 
self, he  turned  aside  his  head. 

*'  I  am  satisfied,"  exclaimed  the  ge- 
nerous friend  of  Monteith,  pressing  the 
hand  of  George  exultingly  to  his  breast, 
**  I  am  satisfied ;  the  tear  of  godhke  pity 
which  glistens  in  your  eye,  my  noble  Fitz- 
roy,  does  more  honour  to  your  character 
than  ail  the  laurels  you  have  lately  won. 
To  forgive  an  injury,  to  sympathize  even 
in  the  afflictions  of  an  enemiy,  is  what  I 
should  expect  from  a  soul  like  yours.  A 
brave  man  disdains  to  trample  on  a  fallen 
foe ;  but  he  for  whom  you  have  nourished 
sentiments  so  uncongenial  with  your  na- 
ture is  no  foe :  Monteith  is  no  man's 
enemy — brave  as  a  lion  when  occasion  de- 
mands his  courage,  he  is  otherwise  as  gen- 
tle as  a  lamb ;  in  tenderness  of  heart,  in 
goodness  of  disposition,  in  brilliant  talents, 
and  rare  accomplishments,  few  can  equal 
Monteith.  Alas!  perhaps  he  no  longer 
lives ;  yet  if  he  does  still  exist,  how  must 
his  soul  throb  with  rapture  at  the  hope  of 
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once  more  being  united  to  his  adored 
Mciry !" 

"  If  he  still  exists,"  replied  George,  "  it 
is  by  no  means  certain  that  the  hand  of 
my  sister  will  wait  his  acceptance.  I  have 
set  my  heart  upon  her  becoming  the  wife 
of  baron  D'Eresby ;  it  is  too  advantageous 
an  alliance  to  be  rejected,  for  the  sake  of  a 
man  who  could  so  selfishly  sacrifice  her 
peace  of  mind  to  gratify  his  own  passions.'* 

"  You  deceive  yourself,  my  dear  Fitz- 
roy,"  said  Clinton;  "  I  know  that  the  just 
displeasure  arising  from  a  nice  sense  of 
wounded  pride  misleads  you  with  regard 
to  your  real  sentiments  respecting  my  un- 
happy friend.  Were  you  to  see  JMonteith^ 
your  heart  would  relent,  and  that  arm 
which  has  so  nobly  chastised  the  haughty 
insolence  of  France  would  never  be  raised 
against  the  bosom  of  a  man  whose  very 
miseries  would  disarm  your  resentment* 
Oh,  my  gallant  Fitzroy  !  let  not  the  gene- 
rosity of  your  character,  the  humanity  of 
your  disposition,  be  clouded  by  the  dark 
shade  of  revenge.     Heaven  has  thought 


(il  to  irH  iiiipt  I'tn'  :\  Mrnr  tlic  h.'i|)[)inr.s«  of 
tvv<;  of*  '\i.  niojij  [)(  jlrrl,  crcuturt'N.  TIlO 
Alini/.«li1,y  iillowcd  llu'in  to  tjiHtc  in  \\\i' 
h;;.'Ji('M<,  <!(  /^icc  IJK  iMptiirc  of  cormiiMal 
I)IIh,s;  llicn,  j«s  il"  l.o  ivy  the  8tr(Mi|^(li  of 
tlmr  patience,  tlieir  roNi^j^nnrion,  :iihI  llicir 
relif^ioti,  lie  t<-r<'  llicm  lVo:rj  each  «»llicr. 
unci  humIc  \Ur  Niniliny;  world  io  tlieni  a 
desert.  Tlie  virtues  of  your  sister,  the 
Milent  .'ii'^onii  s  (A'  tlie  lieiirt  hroken  Mon- 
teitli,  his  st ruf.'^<^leH  to  act  with  jiiNtice  to 
the  w<»m:iFj  who  waH  Ibrced  ii[)(»n  him,  first 
hy  the  tre;i(*hery  of  hiN  Hitlier,  next,  hy  thr 
sH(»}»liea1io!i';  <»!'  h(  r  he  adored,  nuiy  not 
have  [)nHMed  nnnotieed  hy  the  hjereilul  <'ye 
of  ;in  al]  Meein^^*  Providene(\  The  sold  of 
the  /j;"entlr  Ai'jncs  is  onre  more  rccidlcd  to 
itH  Oelesliiil  ahode;  :ind  thus,  shonhl  the 
Il/e  of  Mont.eith  he  spiired.  has  the  Su- 
preme Director  of* our  destinies  once  more 
re-opened  the  [):ith  hy  which  tlie  suHererH 
nmy  arrive  lo  lh<'  siMnmit  of  their  hopes, 
the  alliiinineiit  oi'  a  revviird  which  will 
(onipensate  lor  their  past  drcJuUid  nii'if'or- 
tunes.      Surely,   then,  ujy  dear  l^'ilzroy,  it 
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is  not  //(;/.'/•  voice,  II,  is  nol  //o///-  ,iini,  tlial 
would  raisi"  n\\  oh.sf.icic  (o  (Iw  Irlicily  of 
your  aiuial)Io  sister;  it  is  not  \\\r  nobN* 
ilolcndcr  ol"  liis  ('(Minlry's  riglils,  of  his 
coimlry's  ^»lorious  iiidriK'ndcncc.  (hni 
would  i(Tii,se  1()  |)('rr<>rni  llic  |Mirl  ol'  i\\r 
jL^'ood  S.'unnritun;  sind  inslciMl  of  ixMitin^;' 
(lio  hiilni  of  ('(MisnI.'ilion  and  pily  on  the 
wounds  (>r  Monlcitli,  |)lun;.'v  slill  dcrjn  r 
int>()  his  hre.'isi  the  cxtcrniinalinji;'  sword  (►!' 
unclu'islianliko  vcn/^cjincc/' 

The  eiilninee  of  Mis.  Clinton.  IMiiry, 
•Mud  Mis.  ilyron,  now  eh.ui^cd  tlw  diN- 
course.  The  Cornier  hiah  with  extrenu? 
(iillienlty,  [)revai|ed  on  the  eoinpJiirMUi  of 
her  childhood  to  receive  (Voin  her  h:in(U 
the  money  which  the  injustice  of  hidy 
liicniiciui  h;id  so  jorif^' withheld,  fUid  Maiy 
only  acce[)t('d  it  out  of  coiiiprnnent  to  th(» 
feelin^';s  of  y\r;il)ell;i,;  while  ( .'<'or/.»e,  when 
inlbrinecJ  of  the  (ielicjit-<*  nnd  allectionato 
rnanner  in  which  it  w.is /.;iven,  felt  th.it  to 
dcclincj  the  intended  kindne/:s.  would  Ix*  fo 
eviiuie  a  false  pride,  and  wound  the  geiic- 
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rous  friendship  of  Mrs.  Clinton  without 
cause. 

When  Mary  and  her  brother  returned 
to  lady  Sarah's,  they  found  sir  WiUiam 
Beaufort  waiting  for  them — "  My  friend," 
said  he,  taking  the  hand  of  George,  "  I 
wish  you  joy  of  being  appointed  captain 
to  one  of  the  finest  frigates  in  the  navy." 

George  pressed  affectionately  the  hand 
which  held  his  own — '*  Your  goodness, 
sir  William,  overpowers  me ;  I  feel  myself 
at  a  loss  to  express  my  gratitude  for  such 
steady,  such  disinterested  friendship  as 
yours.  Mary,  how  can  I  repay  even  a 
part  of  my  obligations  to  your  early 
friend?" 

"  It  is  a  subject  on  w^hich  I  entreat  your 
silence,"  replied  sir  William ;  "  my  hap- 
piness is  limited;  it  is  confined  to  the 
powder  of  promoting  yours,  and  that  of  my 
lovely  adopted  sister.  But,  George,  this 
new  appointment  will  rob  us  for  a  short 
time  of  your  society  ;  the  frigate  is  under 
mailing  orders  to  proceed  to  bring  over 
some  of  the  illustrious  personages  who  are 
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about  to  honour  this  country  with  their 
presence." 

The  cheek  of  Delia  turned  pale ;  George 
went  up  to  her,  and  pressing  her  hand^ 
was  about  to  whisper  in  her  ear,  w^hen  lady- 
Sarah  said — "  You  shall  not  be  disap- 
pointed, George,  of  your  bride.  The  plea- 
sure we  all'  feel  at  your  preferment  ^hall 
not  be  damped  by  seeing  you  look  discon- 
tented. Delia  is  yours  before  you  leave 
England;  and  sir  Willitim,  who  appears 
your  best  friend,  shall  give  her  away." 

George  was  in  raptures  at  this  proof  of 
kind  condescension  from  his  aunt;  he 
thanked  her  over  and  over  again,  while 
Delia,  covered  with  blushes,  and  trembling 
with  modest  pleasure,  had  neither  inclina- 
tion nor  power  to  oppose  the  request  of 
him  she  had  loved  from  childhood,  that 
their  union  might  take  place  in  the  course 
of  two  days. 

"  I  think  I  have  acted  right,  sir  Wil- 
liam ;  have  I  not  ?"  said  her  ladyship ; 
"  the  blessings  of  peace  prevent  the  pos- 
sibility of  my  nephew's  life  being  in  dan- 
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ger  from  the  voyage,  and  I  think  my  chil- 
dren will  approve  of  my  conduct,  though 
Delia  by  tlris  means  will  be  married  before 
Bab  and  Eliza." 

Sir  William  highly  applauded  the  con- 
siderate behaviour  of  lady  Sarah,  wdiile 
Mary  first  embraced  Delia,  then  George, 
and  lastly,  kissing  the  hand  of  her  aunt, 
she  thanked  her  in  terms  of  the  warmest 
gTatitude  for  the  happiness  she  had  thus 
bestowed  on  her  beloved  brother. 

The  next  day  Mary,  with  Delia,  ac- 
companied George  to  dine  at  lord  D'Eres- 
by's ;  the  latter  delivered  the  invitation  of 
his  aunt,  who  requested  that  his  lordship, 
with  lady  Estifania  Dorville  arid  Miss 
D'Eresby,  w^ould  grace  his  nuptials  by 
their  presence.  Lord  D'Eresby,  as  vrell 
as  his  sister,  congratulated  young  Fitzroy 
on  his  approaching  felicity,  while  the 
cheek  of  A^iolante  became  red  and  pale  al- 
ternately; but  she  remembered  that  the 
mild  and  amiable  temper  of  Edgar  Mor- 
daunt  was  better  suited  to  her  own,  than 
tlie  iixm  and  haughty  disposition  of  George 
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Fitzroy;  and  therefore  wished  Deha  joy 
with  more  composure  of  features  than 
IVIary  had  expected. 

Lord  D'Eresby  rang  and  ordered  his 
carriage — "  ^^iolante,  my  beloved  girl/* 
said  his  lordship,  "  there  is  yet  time  for 
you  to  go  to  Mr.  Clinton's.  I  will  take 
no  denial,  bring  them  with  you,  they  are 
the  friends  of  captain  Fitzroy,  and  must 
rejoice  in  his  happiness  ;  and  if  you  can 
find  in  their  house  an  old  lady  who  de- 
serves to  be  immortalized,  and  a  dear  little 
boy,  who  may  one  day  become  the  object 
of  universal  attraction  to  your  own  sex, 
why,  I  beheve  you  may  venture  to  bring 
them  also." 

Violante  joyfully  obeyed ;  but  Mary  and 
Delia  would  not  allow  of  her  going  alone 
— "  I  will  not  have  either  of  you,"  said 
she,  with  an  air  of  captivating  vivacity ; 
"  this  unexpected  wedding  of  yours,  my 
dear  Delia,  reminds  me  that  I  have  not 
yet  settled  with  Edgar  about  the  colour 
of  our  carriage,  the  number  of  cur  horses, 
and  a  variety  of  other  things  preparatory 
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to  my  own  nuptials.  Come,  Edgar,  you 
shall  go  with  me ;  we  will  settle  this  im- 
portant aifair  this  very  morning." 

Then  giving  her  hand  to  Mr.  Mordaunt, 
she  quitted  the  room,  her  beautiful  face " 
crimsoned  with  blushes,  and  her  light  and 
yielding  form,  only  shaded  by  a  deep  veil 
of  lace,  which,  though  it  completely  covered 
it,  shewed  all  its  inimitable  proportions. 

"  My  giddy  girl,"  exclaimed  lord 
D'Eresby,  "  will  now,  in  the  impulse  of 
the  moment,  consent  to  the  wishes  of  her 
lover,  though  she  has  hitherto  kept  him 
in  suspense  as  to  the  term  of  his  proba- 
tion.  Every  thing  will,  I  see,  now  be 
fixed,  and  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  she 
will  be  Mrs.  Mordaunt  in  less  than  a  fort- 
night. Thank  Heaven  that  she  has 
made  choice  of  a  man  who  is  admirably 
adapted  to  make  her  happy !" 

Georcfe  turned  his  eves  on  the  amiable 


{r> 


eyes 


Delia;  the  sweet  and  chastened  tender- 
ness of  her  looks  stified  the  increased  pul- 
sation of  his  heart.  The  exquisite  beauty 
ef   Violante's   form   and    face,    and   the 
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thoughtless  levity  of  her  manners,  were 
calculated  to  give  birth  to  passions  far  dif- 
ferent from  those  which  the  modest  and 
retiring  Delia  excited,  and  George  felt 
more  than  ever  convinced  that  his  cousin 
was  the  woman  to  render  his  happiness  se- 
cure and  certain. 

The  return  of  Miss  D'Eresby  brought 
with  it  the  friendly  Clintons,  the  vener- 
able Mrs.  Byron,  and  her  young  charge, 
who,  whether  from  any  secret  instruction, 
or  from  infantine  caprice,  no  sooner  be- 
held his  uncle  than  he  ran  towards  him, 
and  climbing  his  knee,  kissed  the  half- 
frowning,  half-smiling  face  of  George. 
Mary  parted  with  her  hand  the  bright  au- 
burn ringlets  which  overhung  his  forehead, 
and  whispering  said,  as  Delia  stood  near 
her — "  Do  not  forget,  my  beloved  bro- 
ther, my  beloved  cousin,  that  this  sacred 
treasure  is  to  be  the  child  of  your  adop- 
tion.*' 

The  brow  of  George  became  clear  as 
usual ;  he  kissed  the  soft  hands  of  Delia 
and  of  his  sister,  and  said  in  a  low  voice 
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to  the  latter — "  How,  my  dear  IMary,  can 
you  continue  to  be  blind  to  the  silent  but 
eloquent  tenderness  of  lord  D'Eresby? 
liow  can  you  withliold  from  your  child  so 
noble  a  protector  ?" 

Mary  bent  her  head  close  to  the  cheek 
of  George ;  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  breast 
— "  Dearest  brother,"  said  she,  in  a  low, 
sweet  voice,  while  her  eyes  became  humid 
with  tears,  "  how  can  you,  whose  heart 
now  beats  quick  with  love  and  hope,  whose 
countenance  beams  with  the  anticipated 
rapture  of  mutual  tenderness,  breathe  for 
me  a  wish  frauglit  with  increasing  misery? 
could  my  heart  acknowledge  another  mas- 
ter, vvhich  is  impossible,  it  would  not  be 
lord  D'Eresby." 

George  raised  his  head  with  inquiring 
eagerness:  all  were  busily  conversing 
about  the  sudden  and  approaching  nup- 
tials, and  Mary  continued — "  I  see  your 
surprise,  my  dear  brother ;  it  is  needless, 
my  affections  are^  not  mine  to  bestow ;  if 
they  were,  gratitude  would  surely  point 
out  to  you  a  man   whose  claim  is  still 
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stronger  than  even  that  of  the  amiable 
lord  D'Eresby ;  a  man  who,  when  I  was  a 
mere  child,  almost  imeducated,  and  cruelly 
neglected  by  the  ungenerous  lady  Blen- 
heim, loved  me  with  a  noble  disinterest- 
edness, which  has  prompted  him  to  become 
my  steady  friend  ever  since." 

Mary  now  turned  from  her  brother,  and 
taking  her  seat  by  Mrs.  Eyron,  endea- 
voured to  fori^et  the  conversation  which 
had  just  passed  between  her  and  George. 
After  dinner,  when  the  ladies  had  retired, 
lord  D'Eresby  begp.n  to  circulate  the  glass 
pretty  freely,  and  the  entrance  'of  sir  Wil- 
liam, whom  they  had  expected  to  dinner, 
increased  their  hilarity.  The  early  friend 
of  Mary  no  sooner  beheld  the  blooming 
Donald,  who  was  seated  on  his  lordship's 
knees,  than  taking  the  child  in  his  arm.s, 
he  kissed  him  with  paternal  affection,  and 
enticed  him  to  remain  with  him — "  I 
should  have  been  here  to  dinner,  my  lord," 
said  he,  "  but  that  I  found  it  impossible 
to  leave  my  sister.     General  Volatile  is 
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arrived,  and  with  Lim  colonel  Morning- 
ton  and  several  other  oflicers :  your  lord- 
ship  will,  I  hope,  accept  of  this  excuse.  It 
was  with  diiFculty  that  I  got  away,  on 
my  promising  to  return  to  supper." 

"  We  will  drink  the  geneiar^  health,'^ 
replied  his  lordship,  "  as  w^ell  as  those  of 
his  brave  companions.  May  their  return 
to  their  native  land  ensure  to  them  the 
sY/eet  reward  of  beauty's  smile  and 
beauty's  hiss!" 

W  ith  all  my  heart,  was  the  general  cry, 
and  the  toast  v/as  drank  with  entluisiasm. 

"  Perhaps,  sir  William,"  said  Mr.  Clin- 
ton, "  you  can  relieve  my  anxiety  for  the 
fate  of  an  absent  friend — a  brave,  a  gallant 
officer,  v/ho  v/as  reported  to  be  mortally 
v/ounded." 

George  changed  colour ;  he  cast  a  look 
of  doubtful  inquiry  towards  his  noble  host, 
and  then  on  sir  William,  v/ho,  meeting 
his  eye,  replied,  as  he  again  pressed  the 
child  of  Mary  to  his  bosom — "  I  thank 
Heaven  that  I  am  able  to  relieve  youc 
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fears,  Mr.  Clinton ;  and  I  trust  that  all 
here  will  rejoice  to  hear  that  your  inend 
the  noble  ]\Ionteith  still  lives." 

George  half  rose  from  his  chair;  but 
encountering  the  expressive  eyes  of  nx 
William,  he  reseated  himself. 

"  My  lord,'"  continued  the  truly  excel- 
lent  friend  of  Mary,  as  he  held  out  his 
hand,  which  his  lordship  immediately 
took;  **  my  lord !  I  know  your  heart,  but 
you  have  yet  to  learn  mine.  Never  should 
you  have  been  acquainted  with  its  secret 
attachment,  its  long-cherished  affection 
for  Miss  Fitzroy,  had  it  not  pleased  Heaven 
to  spare  the  life  of  him  who  alone  can  ren- 
der hers  valuable.  Yes,  my  dear  D'Eresby, 
I  knew  Miss  Fitzroy  when  she  was  only 
fourteen  ;  I  was  then  engaged  to  the  ami- 
able sister  of  our  dear  Mrs.  Chudleigh,  but 
my  heart  was  passionately  devoted  to  my 
little  friend.  A  variety  of  circumstances 
continued  to  keep  me  in  ignorance  of  her 
fate.  I  was  introduced  to  her  as  Miss 
Seymour ;  as  such  I  believed  her ;  as  such 
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I  loved  her,  for  her  very  natural  resem- 
blance to  my  first  love.  As  soon  as  I  dis- 
covered the  state  of  your  affections,  ho- 
nour bade  me  conceal  my  own;  yet  I  love 
her,  my  lord,  with  a  fervour  w  hich  cannot 
be  exceeded  by  your  own.  The  heart  of 
this  angelic  woman  belongs  solely  to  Men- 
teith ;  for  him  she  has  endured,  as  you 
w^ell  know%  the  severest  agonies,  the  keen- 
est afflictions ;  she  adores  him  with  all  the 
romantic  enthusiasm  vv^hich  he  appears  to 
deserve ;  both  have  sufFere  1  most  severely ; 
both  love  to  madness,  Monteith  lives  to 
claim  his  bride ;  Monteith  lives  to  convert 
tlie  tear  of  agony  into  one  of  bliss,  to  m^ake 
the  heart  of  IVIary  once  more  throb  wath 
rapture  and  chaste  delight,  to  reward  her 
for  all  that  she  has  endured.  Perish  the 
man  w^hose  selfish  soul  v/ould  form  a 
w^ish  to  disunite  tw^o  beings  whom  love 
and  misery  have  linked  so  firmly  together!" 
Sir  William,  strongly  agitated,  passed 
his  hand  across  his  eyes,  w^hile  the  child, 
half-teiTified  by  the  energy  of  his  voice 
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and  manners,  stole  down  from  his  knee, 
and  erej)t  to  the  arms  of  his  equally -agi- 
tated uncle. 

"  See,"  cried  the  friendly  Clmton,  trying 
to  clear  his  voTce,  "  see,  Fitzroy,  Vv^here 
the  sweet  innocent  «^omes  to  claim  your 
protection ;  look  in  his  angel  face,  and 
think  you  hear  him  pleading  for  his  im- 
prudent but  idolized  father;  think  you 
hear  his  infant  voice  implonng  you,  by 
your  own  hopes  of  approaching  happiness, 
to  bestow  it  on  his  parents,  to  unite  those 
whom  treachery  alone  divided.  It  is  from 
your  lips,  my  dear  Fitzroy,  that  this  child 
must  learn  the  doom  of  his  tender  mother, 
his  penitent  father." 

George  looked  still  irresolute,  yet  he 
clasped  the  boy  to  his  breast,  who  put  his 
little  arms  round  his  neck,  and  laid  his 
lovely  face  close  to  that  of  his  lialf-yielding 
uncle. 

Lord  D'Eresby,  who  had  been  silent 
from  emotions  which  did  him  honour, 
now  endeavoured  to  give  utterance  to  his 
v/ishes.     His  voice,  hovv^ever,  like  that  of 
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Clinton's,  was  unsteady  ;  he  stopped,  as  if 
unwilling  that  his  feelings  shv^uld  perhaps 
be  misconstrued,  and  filling  a  bumper  of 
wine,  said — "  Let  us  drink  to  the  reco- 
vered health  of  captain  Monteith;  and 
may  his  arrival  restore  him  to  the  summit 
of  all  earthly  felicity  !  I  am  no  longer  his 
rival — no  longer  the  lover  of  INlary  ;  but, 
like  my  noble  friend  sir  William,  I  will 
cast  aside  all  personal  feelings,  and  join 
with  him  in  supplicating  the  pardon  of 
Monteith.  Come,  my  dear  Fitzroy,  pledge 
me ;  let  the  past  be  for  ever  buried  in  ob- 
livion ;  forget  every  thing  that  can  wound 
a  man  of  your  nice  sense  of  honour,  and 
think  only  of  the  felicity  which  you  have 
now  the  power  of  conferring  on  your  sis- 
ter and  the  father  of  your  nephew." 

George  tried  to  force  a  smile — "  You 
have  set  me  a  generous  example,  my  lord, 
and  I  will  endeavour  to  follow  it;  the 
peace  of  my  sister  is  dear  to  me ;  so  is  my 
own  character,  my  own  h.onour.  I  cannot, 
however,  res'st  the  kind  solicitations  of 
your  lordship,  and  of  my  disinterested  and 
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once-unknown  friend,  seconded  as  they 
are  hy  the  powerful  pleadings  of  Mr. 
Clinton,  and  even  of  this  infant.  To-mor- 
row puts  me  in  possession  of  the  woman  I 
love  and  esteem  ;  to-morrow  determines 
my  happiness ;  let  it  also  revive  that  of 
my  dear,  but  too  romantic  sister.  To  you, 
sir  William,  belongs  the  right  of  breaking 
to  Mary  the  tidings  which  will  give  birth 
to  all  the  tenderness  of  her  nature ;  I  com- 
mission you  to  make  use  of  my  name  to 
her^  in  whatever  way  v/ill  afford  her  most 
satisfaction.  My  absence  from  England 
v/ill  of  course  be  short;  when  I  return  I  will 
try  to  meet  captain  Monteith  as  a  brother. 
My  friends,  are  you  satisfied  w  ith  me  ?'* 

There  was  but  one  voice,  and  that  was 
of  praise ;  George  felt  his  bosom  lighter  as 
he  received  the  warm  approvings  of  his 
gratified  companions.  Another  bumper 
was  now  drank  to  the  health  of  captain 
Fitzroy,  and  the  gentlemen  soon  after 
joined  the  ladies  in  the  drawing-room, 
where  the  sight  of  Mary's  sweetly-pensive 
face,  and  the  certainty  of  soon  beholding 
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it  dimpled  with  smiles  of  connubial  trans- 
port, solaced  the  rival  lovers  for  the  dis- 
appointment of  tlieir  own  long-cherished 

wishes. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


In  the  presence  of  all  his  cousins  and  of 
the  family  of  lord  D'Eresby,  George  re- 
ceived from  sir  William  Eeaufort  the 
hand  of  the  amiable  Delia.  As  soon  as 
the  ceremony  was  over,  they  set  out  for  a 
country-seat  of  sir  Charles,  which  v,as 
about  ten  miles  from  town,  where  they 
purposed  remaining  a  couple  of  days.  On 
the  morning  of  the  fourth,  George  wts  to 
take  the  command  of  his  new  frigate. 

Lady  Sarah,  though  she  had  but  little 
time  for  preparation,  had  issued  cards  for 
a  ball  in  the  evening,  and  expressed  a  wish 
that  she  might  see  colonel  Mornington 
and  the  whole  of  her  family,  George  and 
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Delia  excepted,  at  her  dinner-hour.  After, 
partaking  of  an  elegant  refreshment  the 
bridal  visitors  retired;  and  Mary,  whom 
the  event  of  the  morniAig  had  made  more 
cheerful  than  usual,  now  found  herself 
alone  in  the  dravv  ing-room  with  sir  "V^il- 
liam,  who  lingered  behind  the  rest,  that  he 
might  communicate  to  her  the  blissful  in- 
telligence that  Monteith  still  lived. 

Mary,  who  had  longed,  yet  feaTed  to 
make  the  inquiry  of  colonel  Mornington, 
fh'st  began  the  conversation — ''  To-night;' 
said  she,  ."  I  shall  have  the  pleasure,  sir 
William,  of  again  seeing  your  sister ;  how 
happy,  how  very  happy  she  must  be,  now 
that  the  general  is  returned  to  her  in 
safety!" 

"'  She  is  of  a  disposition,  thank  Heaven, 
to  be  happy,"  replied  sir  Wilham  :  "  the 
return  of  general  Volatile  will  at  least  be 
attended  with  one  good,  the  dismissal 
of  Mrs.  Cringewell  from  the  table  of  my 
sister.  Let  me  hope,  my  dear  friend,  that 
you  will  spare  to  Victoria  some  portion  of 

VOL.  V.  M 
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that  time  which  all  who  love  you  are 
anxious  to  possess.  Ah,  my  sweet  Mary ! 
how  prophetic  were  the  words  I  uttered 
on  that  evening  which  will  never  be  erased 
from  my  memoi-y  !  Did  I  not  say  that  my 
fate,  perhaps  your  own,  depended  on  the 
decision  of  that  eventful  hour?  Dearest 
Mary,  hov/  different  would  have  been 
your  lot,  how  different  my  ov/n,  had  you 
accepted  of  the  offer  I  then  made  you !" 

**  True,  sir  William,  I  should  have  been 
spared  all  the  miseries  I  have  since  ei^- 
dured;  I  should  have  been  ignorant  of 
those  dreadful  agonies  which  tempted  me 
to  raise  ray  impious  hand  against  my  life; 
I  should  have  been  ignorant  of  every  suf- 
fering that  your  tenderness  could  shield 
me  from,  but " 

"  What,  dearest  Mary  ?"  said  sir  Wil- 
liam, pressing  her  liand. 

"  Had  I  become  your  wife,  sir  William, 
and  chance  had  conducted  Monteith  to  my 
presence,  what  then  would  have  been  my 
feelings  ?  Ah  !  forgive  me,  my  early  friend, 
my  adopted  brother,  my  generous  adviser. 
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forgive  the  candour  which  prompts  me  to 
hazard  offending  yon.  Next  to  him  who 
alone  could  give  birth  to  an  affection  like 
mine,  I  esteem  and  love  the  kind  friend  of 
my  childhood ;  but  Monteith  no  sooner 
blessed  my  sight  than  I  found  that  all  my 
hopes  of  happiness  must  rest  with  him. 
The  events  which  have,  perhaps  for  ever, 
divided  us,  have  not  weakened  my  attach- 
ment; still  does  my  heart  treasure  his 
image  with  idolatrous  fondness ;  still  does 
my  mind  dwell  wdth  rapture  on  the  months 
we  passed  together,  when  hours  seemed 
as  minutes,  passed  in  his  dear  society.  Oh, 
sir  William  !  to  a  soul  like  yours  I  need 
not  seek  to  excuse  my  present  emotions ; 
the  torturing  suspense  I  have  lately  suf- 
fered, the  fear,  the  dread,  the  horror,  lest  I 
should  hear  that  my  boy  is  fatherless." 

"  Compose  yourself,  dearest  ]\Iary,"  said 

sir  Wilham,  pressing  her  hand  to  his  lips, 

^*  general  Volatile  assured  me    that  the 

wounds  of  captain   Monteith   were  not 

M  2 
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mortal— that  he  was  recovering,  and  might 
soon  be  expected  in  England." 

Mary  raised  her  eyes  to  Heaven  in 
speechless  gratitude,  then  burst  into  tears 
of  unexpected  rapture.  She  continued  to 
sob  for  some  time  undisturbed  by  sir  Wil- 
liam, whose  own  emotions  kept  him  silent. 
At  length  he  said,  as  he  dashed  away  the 
tear  which  fell  on  his  cheek — "  Yes, 
Mary,  Monteith,  the  happy,  the  still  en- 
viable Monteith,  lives  to  claim  the  reward 
of  all  that  he  has  suffered,  thy  hand.  I 
communicated  this  joyful  intelligence  to 
your  brother  last  night,  in  the  presence  of 
lord  D'Eresby  and  Mr.  Clinton;  we  all 
advocated  the  cause  of  Monteith;  even 
your  child,  Mary,  flung  his  arms  round 
the  neck  of  his  uncle,  and  nestling  to  his 
bosom,  seemed  to  plead  for  his  father ;  his 
silent  eloquence  was  irresistible.  Lord 
D'Eresby,  with  great  nobleness  of  soul,, 
first  gave  the  health  of  Monteith ;  we  all 
pledged  him.  IMary,  my  little  friend,  my 
stiU  dear  adopted  sister,  your  brother  com- 
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missioned  me  to  make  use  of  liis  name  as 
I  should  think  proper.  Look  up,  my 
sweet  Mary  ;  George  is  no  longer  the 
enemy  of  Monteith ;  happiness  is  once 
more  within  your  reach." 

Mary  felt  that  she  was  fainting :  excess 
of  gratitude  to  God  and  of  maternal  ten- 
derness overpowered  her,  and  she  sunk 
into  the  friendly  arms  of  sir  William,  who 
lield  her  for  some  minutes,  almost  incapable 
himself  of  affording  her  any  assistance. 
She  recovered,  and  tears  once  more  re-* 
lieved  her — "  Dear  sir  William  !"  said  she, 
raising  his  hand  to  her  lips,  "  do  not  be 
alarmed,  I  am  better ;  you  have  seen  IMon- 
teith,  you  have  heard  him  converse,  can 
you  wonder  at  my  love  for  him  ?  oh !  I 
have  daily,  nay  hourly,  prayed  to  Heaven 
to  spare  his  life  ;  my  pra5^ers  are  heard ;  I 
shall  once  more  behold  him,  'F  shall  hear 
the  magic  tenderness  of  his  voice,  I  shall 
see  him  clasp  his  boy  with  all  a  parent's 
pride  to  his  bosom.  Oh,  my  heart,  why 
does  it  beat  so  convulsively?  why  do  my 
limbs  refuse  to  support  me?  Monteith,  the 
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father  of  my  Donald,  the  idol  of  my  soul, 
still  lives  to  bless  me  with  his  smiles  !" 

Mary  breathed  with  difficulty,  and  sir 
William  feared  that  slie  was  again  faint- 
ing ;  but  recovering  herself,  she  asked  him 
to  accompany  her  to  Mr.  Clinton's,  that 
she  might  embrace  her  son,  and  see  her 
venerable  friend,  the  good  Mrs.  Byron. 

It  was  now  that  the  heart  of  Mary  once 
more  became  light.  Free  from  the  hor- 
rors of  suspense,  she  gave  way  to  the  ex- 
quisite feelings  of  hope  and  anticipated 
rapture,  and  looked  and  moved  another 
being.  The  beauty  of  her  countenance 
was  heightened  by  the  internal  happiness 
of  her  mind;  she  danced  with  animated 
grace,  and  talked  and  laughed  with  aU  her 
former  gaiety.  Lord  D'Eresby  and  sir 
William  beheld  the  smile  of  unchecked 
pleasure  dimple  her  face,  and  generously 
forgot  their  own  disappointed  hopes  in  the 
confirmation  of  hers. 

Sleep,  however,  forsook  the  eyes  of 
Mary.  How  could  she  spare  a  moment 
to  repose  ?  did  not  Monteith  still  live — 
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was  he  not  on  his  return  to  England,  and 
free  to  bestow  on  her  that  dear,  tliat  sa- 
cred name  she  had  once  possessed  ?  visions 
of  love,  of  bliss  unclouded  by  a  care, 
floated  across  her  sight ;  deeply  as  she  had 
sufTered  from  his  loss,  yet  the  conscious- 
ness that  he  existed,  and  the  certainty 
that  his  love  for  her  was  undiminished, 
v/ith  the  probability  of  her  soon  being  au- 
thorised to  bestow  on  him  all  the  aifection 
which  had  so  long  engrossed  her  soul,  now 
seemed  to  repay  her  for  all  the  agonies  she 
had  for  the  last  two  years  endured ;  and 
when  George  returned  with  his  bride  to 
take  a  hasty  leave  of  her  famil}^,  he  could 
scarce  believe  that  the  happy  and  animated 
being  who  pressed  her  lips  to  his,  in  grate- 
ful affection,  was  his  late  melancholy  and 
dejected  sister. 

George,  turning  towards  Delia,  who 
hung  on  his  arm  with  tearful  eyes,  said,  as 
he  kissed  away  the  starting  tear — "  I  only 
ask,  my  dear  Delia,  to  be  loved  with  half 
that  fervour,  half  that  idolati'ous  tender- 
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ness,  with  which  Mary  continues  to  idolize 
Monteith." 

At  length  Mr.  Clinton  received  a  letter 
from  Monteitli,  in  which  "he  stated  that  he 
had  been  severely  wounded,  and  incapable 
of  writing  even  to  liim,  whose  friendly 
heart  he  well  knew  would  rejoice  to  hear 
that  he  still  existed.  He  spoke  of  the 
death  of  his  amiable  wife  with  feelings 
which  did  him  credit,  and  paid  a  just  tri- 
bute to  her  virtues.  Of  Mary,  the  woman 
of  his  choice,  the  sole  object  of  his  tender- 
est  affections,  he  said  little,  but  that  little 
proved  his  undiminished  love.  He  was 
on  the  eve  of  embarking  for  En^'land,  and 
his  first  visit  would  be  paid  to  the  affec- 
tionate Clintons. 

This  joyful  intelligence  once  more  re- 
vived the  harassed  spirits  of  the  worthy 
Mrs.  Byron;  she  embraced  again  and  again 
lier  dear  adopted  child — "  Let  me  but  see 
you  once  more  united  to  our  beloved  Mon- 
teith, my  Mary,  and  then  I  shall  die  con- 
tented." 

"  My  happiness  would  be  incomplete," 
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replied  her  grateful  favourite,  "  were  you 
not  to  live,  my  dear  mother,  and  be  a  wit- 
ness to  my  felicity ;  never  will  we  again  be 
separated ;  Monteith,  my  heart's  dearest 
treasure,  will  join  with  me  in  rendering 
the  remainder  of  your  days  unclouded  by 
a  care,  and  our  son  shall  be  brought  up  to 
hold  sacred  the  memory  of  his  parent's  best 
friend." 

The  daily  expectation  of  beholding  the 
return  of  Monteith  made  the  Clintons  re- 
quest that  Mrs.  Byron  would  remain  with 
them  until  that  event  took  place ;  to  this 
she  gladly  consented,  and  as  well  as  JMary, 
awaited  with  impatience  his  arrival.  A 
.few  days  after  Mr.  Clinton  had  received 
the  letter  of  Monteith,  he  w^as  speaking  of 
him  to  Mrs.  Byron,  when  Arabella,  who 
was  standing  at  the  window,  hastily  ex- 
claimed that  a  post-chaise  and  four  had 
stopped  at  their  door. 

"  It  is  Monteith!"  said  her  husband, 
and  ran  down  stairs  to  be  the  first  to  wel- 
come his  return. 

M  S 
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It  was  indeed  JMonteith,  who,  with  the 
assistance  of  his  servant  and  I>Ir.  CHnton, 
now  got  out  of  the  chaise. 

"  Bring  in  your  master's  haggage,"  said 
his  dehghted  friend ;  "  he  must  not  seek 
any  other  home  but  mine."  Then,  con- 
ducting him  into  the  parlour,  he  actually 
shed  tears  of  joy  at  beholding  once  more 
the  man  in  whose  fate  he  had  felt  so  strong 
an  interest. 

Monteith,  pale  from  his  late  severe  ill- 
ness, and  fatigued  by  the  journey,  leaned 
for  a  few  minutes  on  the  shoulder  of  his 
faithful  friend,  who  gave  him  every  proof 
of  a  sincere  and  generous  attachment,  and 
who  cheered  his  drooping  spirits  by  re- 
minding him  that  he  was  now  free  to  claim 
the  hand  of  the  woman  he  adored — 
**  Rest  here  until  you  are  sufficiently 
composed,  my  dear  Monteith,  to  bear  the 
sight  of  an  old  friend  of  yours,  who  is  now 
above  with  Arabella.  When  you  think 
you  have  gained  courage  to  embrace  the 
venerable  Mrs.  Eyron,  I  will  introduce 
you  to  her." 
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Monteith's  impatience  to  behold  tho 
adopted  mother  of  his  Mary  made  liim 
forget  his  weakness,  and  he  immediately 
begged  of  Clinton  to  conduct  him  to  her ; 
but  his  considerate  friend  preferred  calling 
to  Mrs.  Clinton,  who  with  her  worthy 
guest  was  not  long  in  descending  to  the 
parlour  which  contained  the  beloved  in- 
valid. Monteith  embraced  Mrs.  Byron 
with  tears  of  filial  love;  he  blessed  her 
again  and  again  for  her  goodness  to  his 
Mary ;  w^hile  she,  delighted  at  his  return, 
supported  him  in  her  arms,  assuring  him 
of  her  undiminished  regard,  and  entreating 
him  not  to  exhaust  himself  too  much,  lest 
he  should  be  unable  to  support  his  inter- 
view with  jVIary. 

"  Oh,  no,  my  dear  mother,"  replied 
Monteith,  "  the  sight  of  her,  so  long  and 
go  faithfully  adored,  would  recall  me  to 
life,  were  I  on  the  verge  of  the  grave.  But 
where  is  my  JNIary  ?  where  is  my  boy  ? 
their  presence  is  alone  wanting  to  com- 
plete the  happiness  of  my  return." 

**  Your  beloved^  Mary  is  in  town,"  said 
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Clinton  ;  "  she  is  at  her  aunt's,  lady  Sarah 
Fitzroy ;  I  will  fetch  her,  but  you  must 
promise  to  tranquillize  yoiu'  present  emo- 
tions. Dinner  is  just  ready ;  let  me  see 
you  eat  a  wing  of  a  chicken,  and  drink  a 
glass  of  wine,  before  I  go  for  your  lovely 
wife." 

At  the  sound  of  that  name  the  blood 
rushed  into  the  pale  cheek  of  Monteith, 
and  his  fine  eyes  sparkled  with  rapture. 
Arabella  now  re-entered  with  the  bloom- 
ing pledge  of  his  affection  ;  she  placed 
him  in  the  arms  of  his  father,  who  pressing 
him  fondly  to  his  bosom,  tried  vainly  to 
repress  his  paternal  feelings,  his  paternal 
tears. 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  said  the  sweet  child, 
looking  inquisitively  in  his  face ;  "  you  are 
not  my  uncle  George,  nor  sir  William, 
nor  lord  D'Eresby,  nor  any  body  that  I 
know." 

''  I  am  your  father,  my  beloved  boy," 
cried  Monteith,  straining  him  still  closer 
to  his  heart,  "  your  own  father,  my  Do- 
nald! will  you  not  love  me  better  than 
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uncle  George,  sir  William,  or  lord  D'Eres- 
by  ?" 

"  I  believe  I  will,"  said  the  boy,  "  but 
I  must  ask  aunt  Mary  first." 

Clinton,  who  feared  the  effect  the  child 
might  have  on  the  weak  nerves  of  his  fa- 
ther, now  called  off  his  attention  by  intro- 
ducing to  him  his  own  little  girls,  at  the 
sight  of  whom  Donald  quitted  the  arms 
of  his  father  to  caress  his  pretty  play -fel- 
lows. 

Monteith  strove  to  check, the  throbbincjs 
of  his  bosom,  as  he  saw  his  friend  rise  from 
the  dinner- table  to  perform  his  promise — 
"  Call  up  all  your  firmness,  my  dear  Mon- 
teith," said  Clinton,  shaking  his  hand ;  "  in 
a  few  moments  you  will  embrace  )^our 
Mary ;  for  her  sake  be  composed." 
•  He  then  quitted  them,  and  Mrs.  Byron 
and  Arabella  each  gave  an  arm  to  support 
their  wounded  friend  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  they  prevailed  on  him  to  lie 
down  on  the  sofa  until  the  amval  of  his 
jNIary. 

When  Mr.  Clinfton  arrived  at  lady  Sa- 
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rail's,  he  found  that  Mary  and  her  cousin 
Delia  were  gone  to  spend  the  day  with 
Violante.  Re  accordingly  drove  to  lord 
D'Eresby's,  in  whose  drawing-room  he 
found  the  fair  object  of  his  search,  and  by 
her  side  the  friendly  sir  William  Beaufort. 
The  countenance  of  Mr.  Clinton  was 
unusually  animated ;  the  generous  warmth 
of  his  feelings  v/ould  not  admit  of  cere- 
mony; but  going  up  to  Mary,  he  em- 
braced her,  saying — "  Come  with  me,  my 
dear  friend,  your  presence  is  alone  want- 
ing to  complete  the  happiness  of  one  who 
is  anxiously  waiting  at  my  house  to  re- 
ceive the  reward  of  all  his  past  sufferings." 
Mary  started  from  her  chair,  but  the 
universal  trembling  of  her  limbs  compelled 
her  to  reseat  herself;  she  leaned  against 
the  shoulder  of  Delia,  wliile  Violante  and 
all  present  crowded  round  her,  eager  to 
testify  their  pleasure  at  the  long-wished-for 
return  of  the  brave  Monteith.  Lord 
D'Eresby,  gently  pushing  aside  his  daugh- 
ter, pressed  the  hand  of  Maiy,  saying — 
•*  Let  me,   dearest  Miss  Fitzroy,  be  the 
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first  to  wish  you  joy  upon  tlie  confirma- 
tion of  all  your  hopes;  no  one  can  be 
more  deeply  interestecl  in  your  happiness 
than  I  am  ;  let  my  family  be  the  first  to 
receive  the  honour  of  a  visit  from  captain 
Monteith." 

Lady  Estifania  Dorville  next  kissed  the 
cheek  of  Mary — "  JMy  dear  and  excellent 
young  friend,"  said  she,  "  I  know  how 
anxious  you  must  be  to  behold  the  beloved 
partner  of  your  heart ;  I  will  not  detain 
you  ;  go,  and  be  assured  that  lady  Estifa- 
nia participates  most  sincerely  in  your  ap- 
proaching felicity,  and  that  she  will  im- 
patiently wait  for  the  opportunity  of  wel- 
coming the  return  of  captain  Monteith  to 
his  native  land." 

Tears  of  pleasure  ran  down  the  cheeks 
of  Violante  and  the  gentle  Delia,  while 
sir  Wilham,  who  had  hitherto  been  silent, 
now  rose,  and  taking  the  hand  of  Mary, 
said — *'  Come,  my  beloved  sister,  let  me 
conduct  you  to  the  carriage ;  I  need  net 
tell  you  what  my  heart  feels  at  this  mo- 
ment ;    your  happiness  must   constitute 
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mine.  My.  Clinton  will  convey  you  to 
the  arms  of  his  friend,  while  I  go  to  lady 
Sarah,  and  make  the  necessary  explana- 
tions. At  eight  this  evening  I  will  be 
^vith  you ;  it  is  from  my  hand  that  ]Mon- 
teith  must  receive  the  wife  of  his  choice." 

A  few  minutes  only  elapsed  before 
Mary  was  clasped  to  the  bosom  of  Mon- 
teith.  For  some  time  both  were  silent ; 
excess  of  love  and  of  gratitude  to  Heaven 
deprived  them  of  utterance ;  at  length 
3Iary  started  from  his  arms,  and  looking 
tenderly  in  his  face,  burst  into  tears,  then 
pressed  him  passionately  to  her  breast — 
"  Oh,  you  have  suifered,  you  still  suffer, 
dearest  Monteith !  but  now  that  the  Al- 
mighty has  mercifully  restored  you  to  my 
tenderness,  all  my  life  shall  be  devoted  to 
your  recovery." 

"  Yes,  I  have  suffered,  Mary,"  replied 
Monteith,  gazing  on  her  with  painful 
fondness ;  "  but  I  have  not  suffered  singly. 
Thy  heart,  my  Mary,  has  bled  with  mine; 
yet  all  that  I  have  endured  is  light ;  the 
transports  of  this  moment  repay  me  for 
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months  of  past  anguish.  Oh,  my  beloved! 
Heaven  has  restored  me  to  thy  prayers  :  I 
quitted  England,  with  the  impious  wish 
that  I  might  never  again  return.  Thy 
matchless  tenderness,  thy  puie  and  inno- 
cent supplications  to  the  Supreme  Being, 
have  been  heard :  my  life  v  as  spared  for 
thee,  oh  most  adored  !  it  was  thy  guardian 
angel  who  turned  aside  the  ball  from  the 
vital  parts ;  it  was  thy  gv.ardian  angel 
who  watched  over  me  when  vounded, 
and  who  has  now  conducted  me  once  more 
to  the  heaven  of  thy  presence.  And  do  I 
again  enfold  you  in  my  em.brace?  do  I 
again  dare  to  call  vou  mine  ?  oh,  Mary,  it 
is  now  I  feel  my  weakness  !" 

He  turned  pale  and  appeared  fainting. 
Mrs.  Byron,  who  was  with  them,  and  who 
had  been  weeping  all  the  time  by  the  side 
of  JNIonteith,  now  assisted  Maiy  in  re- 
covering him  ;  he  soon  revived,  the  soft 
kiss  of  JMary,  tlie  mingled  tears  of  rapture 
and  pain  wliich  fell  on  his  cheek,  recalled 
him  to  a  sense  of  her  distress  and  of  her 
love. 
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Mary  supported  his  head  on  her  bosom ; 
her  eyes  fondly  ran  over  each  heavenly 
feature,  now  paUid  from  the  effects  of  his 
wounds;  while  Monteith  fondly  endea- 
voured to  persuade  her  that  he  should 
soon  be  well,  and  that  the  paleness  of  his 
looks,  and  the  languor  of  his  appearance, 
arose  solely  from  weakness  and  fatigue. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clinton  now  entered  with 
the  little  Donald,  who  ran  to  his  pretty 
aunt,  as  he  was  accustomed  to  call  Mary. 
Monteith  took  him  from  her  arms — 
"  Sweet  boy !"  said  he,  expressively,  "  it 
shall  be  the  study  of  my  life  to  make  thee 
forget  the  loss  of  thy  birthright.  Every 
year  thy  mother  and  myself  will  appro- 
priate a  part  of  our  income  towards  pro- 
curing for  thee  an  independence  greater 
even  than  that  which  belongs  to  thy  fa- 
ther; while  our  united  tenderness  shall 
not  leave  thee,  if  possible,  a  wish  ungra- 
tified." 

Then  kissing  the  sweet  lips  of  his 
smiling  son,  he  placed  him  on  the  lap  of 
Mary — "   My    Donald,"    he    continued. 
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'*  you  must  call  this  lady,  wliom  you  love 
so  dearly,  your  mother ;  she  is  not  your 
pretty  aunt,  but  your  pretty  mother  :  let 
me  hear  you  call  her  by  that  sacred  name, 
my  beloved  boy." 

The  child  obeyed ;  and  M^ry,  to  whom 
the  name  of  mother  (which  now  for  the 
first  time  saluted  her  ears)  was  indescriba- 
bly dear,  hugged  her  son  in  an  agony  of 
affection,  then  made  him  call  Monteith 
his  father,  and  promise  to  love  him  better 
than  uncle  George,  or  lord  D'Eresby,  or 
even  sir  William. 

The  friendly  Clintons  could  not  check 
their  tears,  they  w^ere  so  happy,  so  per- 
fectly delighted  -at  beholding  the  reunion 
of  the  once  miserable  Monteith,  the  once 
miserable  Mary ;  while  the  venerable  Mrs. 
Byron  was  almost  overcome  by  the  sight 
of  their  happiness.  Monteith  sat  between 
her  and  his  Mary ;  he  held  a  hand  of  each, 
while  his  boy,  placed  on  the  lap  of  his 
mother,  was  watching  the  countenances 
of  both  his  parents  as  they  recounted  to 
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each  other  all  that  had  passed  since  Mon-* 
teith  left  England. 

The  eyes  of  Mary  seemed  rivetted  to 
the  face  of  Monteith ;  she  scarce  breathed 
when  he  spoke,  lest  a  word  should  escape 
her ;  while  he,  in  describing  the  events  of 
the  battle,  tried  to  soften  down  as  much 
as  possible  its  horrors  on  her  account. 
Seeing  the  moistened  eyes  of  the  amiable 
Clinton,  and  feeling  the  form  of  his  IMary 
tremble  against  his  own — "  It  is  past," 
said  he,  tenderly  kissing  her  cheek,  "  and 
I  am  once  more  restored  to  all  I  hold  dear; 
and  to  you,  my  generous  friends,  whose 
kindness  will  live  for  ever  in  my  mind. 
My  dear  Clinton,  your  hand,  I  know  your 
heart;  you  see  me  once  more  in  the  pos- 
session of  my  adored  IMary ;  you  have 
seen  me  the  most  rtT^/r//<^r/  of  men.  you 
now  behold  me  the  happiest.  My  more 
than  mother,"  he  continued,  fallhur  on  the 
neck  of  Mrs.  Evrcn,  "  my  obligations  to 
you  can  never  be  repaid.  Henceforward 
one  house  must  contain  us.     Mary  your 
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daughter,  I  your  son,  and  oiu'  children — 
all,  all  will  contribute  to  your  comforts ; 
never  again  will  we  be  divided." 

Mrs.  Byron  returned  his  embrace — 
*'  My  favourite,  my  beloved,  my  favou^ 
rite  Monteith !"  said  the  old  lady,  "  I  am 
so  happy,  so  grateful  to  Heaven,  that  I  have 
lived  to  see  this  blissful  day.  My  Mary's 
sufferings  have  been  great  indeed  ;  but  she 
has  gone  through  them  nobly,  and  she  is 
now  repaid  :  did  I  not  tell  you,  my  child, 
that  I  knew  that  the  Almighty  would 
turn  your  misery  into  bliss  ?  and  behold, 
he  has  restored  to  you  your  husband,  your 
dear  and  idolized  Monteith." 

The  entrance  of  sir  William  Beaufort 
silenced  the  venerable  Mrs.  Byron.  Mary 
instantly  rose,  and  hastened  to  meet  him, 
and  to  conduct  him  to  Monteith,  whom 
she  had  already  prepared  to  receive  her 
adopted  brother.  Sir  William  pressed 
the  hand  of  Monteith  as  he  expressed  his 
joy  at  seeing  him  thus  providentially 
rescued  from  death,  and  restored  to  all 
that  could  render  his  existence  valuable- — 
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"  The  purport  of  my  visit,"  said  he, 
"  must  excuse  my  present  intrusion.  Of 
course,  my  lovely  friend  has  informed  you 
of  all  that  has  past  since  your  unfortunate 
separation.  Thank  God!  I  am  enabled 
to  assure  you  that  her  noble  brother  has 
yielded  to  his  affection  for  his  sister,  and 
empowered  me  in  his  absence  to  act  for 
him.  Judging  of  your  feelings,  captain 
Monteith,  by  my  own,  I  have  for  some 
days  been  in  possession  of  a  licence,  and 
have  brought  with  me  a  friend  who  now 
waits  to  unite  you  once  more  to  your  be- 
loved Mary." 

The  gratitude  of  Monteith  was  extreme. 
In  a  moment  Clinton  was  gone,  but  soon 
returned  with  the  stranger.  Sir  William 
gave  to  Monteith  the  hand  of  Mary ;  not 
a  look,  not  a  movement,  betrayed  the  lover. 
Noble  and  disinterested  to  the  last,  he 
performed  the  part  of  a  father,  and  be- 
stowed on  the  handsomest  man  of  the  age 
the  woman  v/hom  he  himself  had  loved 
from  a  girl,  but  whose  happiness  was  far 
more  sacred  to  sir  William  than  his  own. 
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When  the  stranr^er  had  withdrawn,  sir 
William  took  a  hand  of  Monteith  and  of 
his  Mary ;  he  pressed  them  afieetionateiy 
to  his  Hps  as  he  again  united  them. 
Raising  his  eyes  devoutly  to  heaven,  he 
said — "  Oh  God  !  it  is  thy  divine  pleasure 
to  unite  a  second  time  these  amiable 
beings ;  grant  that  the  remainder  of  their 
lives  may  be  passed  in  uninterrupted  har- 
mony, and  that  not  even  the  shadow  of  a 
misfortune  may  ever  disturb  their  mutual 
felicity !  Captain  Monteith,  it  is  super- 
fluous to  wish  you  joy ;  once  more  have 
you  become  the  husband  of  my  little 
friend — Heaven  cannot  bestow  a  gift  so 
precious  as  her  heart.  Dearest  Mrs.  Mon- 
teith, I  am  commissioned  by  your  aunt 
tb  assure  you  that  she  is  willing,  and  even 
anxious,  to  receive  captain  Monteith  as 
her  nephew ;  and  that  she  begs  that  you 
will  make  her  house  your  home  until  you 
have  provided  a  proper  residence.  She 
requested  also  that  Mrs.  Bjion  ar.d  the 
little  Donald  may  bear  you  company. 
When  may  she  expect  you  ?" 
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*•'  To-morrow,  sir  William,"  replied 
Monteitb,  "  I  will  pay  my  respects  to  lady 
Sarah  Fitzroy ;  to-night  my  Mary  and  I 
wish  to  remain  with  our  affectionate 
friends." 

Sir  William  then  took  leave,  and  Mon- 
teith  once  more  received  the  warm  con- 
gratulations of  the  Clintons  and  of  Mrs. 
Byron;  while  Mary's  grateful  heart  re- 
lieved itself  by  bestowing  on  the  absent 
sir  William  all  the  praise  he  so  justly  de- 
served. * 

The  bodily  weakness  of  Monteitb,  in- 
creased by  the  agitation  of  his  spirits,  made 
it  necessary  that  he  should  retire  early  to 
his  chamber,  whither  Mary,  who  could  not 
bear  to  lose  sight  of  him  for  a  moment,, 
accompanied  him.  Clasped  to  her  bosom, 
encircled  in  her  arms,  Monteitb,  as  he 
(lazed  on  the  chaste  tenderness  of  her 
lovely  features,  almost  forgot  his  wounds. 
Mar/  at  moments  seemed  to  doubt  the 
reality  of  what  had  just  passed ;  she  heard 
the  silvery  sounds  of  Monteith's  idolized 
voice  call  her  once  more  by  the  dear  and 
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jsacred  name  of  wife  ;  she  saw  his  fine  and 
eloquent  eyes  beaming  with  undiminished 
affection ;  and  she  feit,  as  she  pressed  him 
fondly  to  her  faithful  breast,  that  all  her 
agonies  were  now  more  than  repaid. 

"  Dearest  Monteith  ["  she  exclaimed, 
"  to-morrow  will  introduce  you  to  my 
aunt  and  cousins,  to  the  gentle  Delia, 
now  my  sister,  who  has  sympathized  in 
all  my  distresses,  and  who  already  loves 
you  because  you  are  adored  by  me.  To- 
morrow will  also  again  introduce  to  you 
the  hospitable  lord  D'Eresby,  and  my 
graceful  friend,  his  beavitiful  daughter. 
The  society  of  these  dear  connexions  will 
be  pleasing  to  us ;  but  my  happiness,  my 
Donald,  rests  solely  with  you ;  w^ere  we 
to  continue  with  tny  aunt,  our  time  would 
be  too  much  broken  into  by  the  kindness 
of  our  friends.  Let  us  retire  from  the 
fashionable  world,  let  us  live  in  the  retire- 
ment of  the  country,  let  us  devote  our- 
selves to  each  other,  to  the  dear  Mrs. 
Byron,  to  our  son,  and  let  us  endeavoui" 
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to  find  out  the  worthy  Hills  and  my  stiii 
dear  Eliza  Gaylove,  whom  I  have  ap^ 
peared  to  forget,  but  whom  I  still  love," 

Monteith  pressed  his  lips  to  hers— 
"  Adored  Mary  !  such  also  is  my  wish.  I 
have  suffered  so  severely  since  I  have 
been  deprived  of  your  loved  society,  that 
I  could  now  very  ill  afford  to  waste  an 
hour  of  my  future  years.  The  present 
liappy  state  of  affairs  will  allow  me  to  re- 
sign with  honour  my  commission,  and  to 
devote  myself  entirely  to  your  comfort. 
The  pvire  and  unalloyed  happiness  which 
I  shall  enjoy  as  your  husband,  my  best 
beloved  Mary,  reminds  me  that  all  pain- 
ful recollections,  all  private  animosities, 
should  be  buried  in  the  tomb  of  the 
gentle  Agnes.  My  misguided  father  al- 
ready repents  of  his  conduct ;  my  sisters 
ardently  long  to  be  restored  to  the  affec- 
tion of  their  estranged  brother.  My  own 
heart  softens  towards  them,  it  throbs  with 
pleasure  at  the  idea  of  once  more  revisit- 
tiiig  the  home  of  my  childliood,  the  land 
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of  my  birth.     Does  my  Mary  object  to 
the  new-formed  wish  of  her  Donald  ?" 

"  Oh,  no  !"  cried  Mary,  joyfully,  "  no, 
dearest  Monteith,  let  us  go  to  the  land  of 
your  birth ;  let  us  gladden  the  heart  of 
your  father,  of  your  sisters,  and  of  the 
good  Mr.  Graham,  by  our  presence.  All 
that  belong  to  you  must  ever  be  dear  to 
me ;  and  the  pure  air  of  your  native  moun- 
tains may  be  of  more  service  to  you,  my 
beloved  husband,  than  the  prescriptions  of 
your  physician." 

"  It  shall  be  so,  my  Mary ;  but  we  will 
aw^ait  the  return  of  your  brother,  to  whom 
I  am  anxious  to  be  introduced ;  after  that 
we  will  set  out  for  Scotland.  Our  inesti- 
mable friend,  Mrs.  Byron,  shall  go  with  us." 

"  And  the  poor  faithful  Betty,"  said 
Mary,  interrupting  him ;  "  I  must  send 
for  her,  my  Donald,  she  shall  take  care  of 
our  dear  boy." 

"  Yes,  my  ow^n  darling,"  continued  Mon- 
teith, "  we  will  send  for  the  affectionate 
Betty  to  attend  her  little  favourite ;  she 
shall  assist  in  nursing  any  future  blessings 
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which  the  Almighty  may  send  to  increase 
our  rapture ;  I  will  not  fail  to  reward  her 
for  her  fidelity  to  you.  Alex  also  shall 
partake  of  our  kindness;  the  poor  fellow 
has  been  of  infinite  service  to  me  during 
my  absence  from  England." 

Mary,  warned  by  the  increasing  languor 
of  Monteith's  countenance,  now  assisted 
him  to  the  bed  which  had  been  prepared 
for  them  by  the  friendly  Clintons,  and 
then  retired  for  a  few  moments  to  the  end 
of  the  chamber,  where,  kneeling,  she  offer- 
ed up  her  grateful  thanks  to  that  Divine 
Being  who  had  thus  mercifully  put  an 
end  to  all  her  miseries,  by  restoring  to  her 
the  father  of  her  boy,  the  idol  of  her  soul^ 
and  "  the  handsomest  man  of  thexige." 


FINIS. 


Printed  by  J.  Darling,  Leadenhall-Street,  London. 
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